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The Hiftorie of 

Henrj the Fourth , 

Enter the King, Lord lohn pf Lancafier } Earle of 

Wtftmerland,mt\\ others. 

King. , 

V O Shaken as we are, fo wan with care, 

Find we a time for frighted Peace to pant. 

And breath fhort winded accents of new broiles. 
To becommen’ct in ftronds a farre remote 
No mote the thirftie entrance ofthisfoile. 

Shall daube her lips with her ownechildrens blood: 

No more fhall trenching Warre chanell her fields. 

Nor bruife her flowers with the armed hoofes 
Of hoftile paces : thofe oppofed eyes, 

Which like the Meteors of a troubled heauen, 

All of one nature, of one fubftance bred, 

Did lately meete in the int^ftine fhockc. 

And furious clofe of ciuill butcherie. 

Shall now in mutuall well-befeeming rankes, 

March all one way, and be no more oppofd 
Againfi acquaintance, kindred andallyes. 

T he edge of Warre, like an ill-fheathed Knife, 

No more (kail cut his Mailer : therefore friends, 

As farre as to the Sepulchre of Chrift, 

Whofefouldier now vnder whofe blefted CrofTc 
We are imprefled and ingag’d to fight, 

Forthwith a power of Englijh fhall we leuie, 

Whofearmes were moulded in their mothers wombs, 
Tochafethefc Pagans in thofe holy fields, 

Ouer whofe acres walkt thofe blefled feetc, 
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Which 1400. yeares agoe were nailde. 

For our aduantage on the bitter Crotfe.- 
But this our puipofc is twelue month old. 

And booties tis to tell you we will goe. 

Therefore we meet not now:then let me hearc 
Of you my gentle Coolen Weftmerland, 

What y ell ernight our Counlelldid decree. 

In forwarding this decrc expedience* 

Weft. My Liege,thishaftewas hot in queflion, 

And many limits ofthe charge fet downc 
But yefternight, when all athwart there came 
A Pod from Wales, loaden with heauie newes; 

Whofe worft was, that the noble Mortimer, / 

Leading the men of Herejordjhire to fi ght 
Again ft the irregular and wilde Glendor/er , 

Was by therudehands of that Welchman taken, 

A thoufand of his people butchered; 

Vpon whofe dead corps there was fuch mifule. 

Such beaftly fhameles transformation 
By thole Welch-women done,as may not be 
Without much lhame, retold or fpoken of. 

K ingo It feemes then that the tidings of this broile. 
Brake off our bufines for the Holy-land. 

Weft. This matcht with other like my Gracious Lord, 
Far more vneuen and vnwelcome newes, 

Came from the North, and thus it did report; 

On Holy-roode day,the gallant Hotftur there 
Yong Horsy terete, md braue ^Archibald, 
Thateuervaliantandapproued Scot, 

At Holmedon met, where they did fpend 
A fad and bloody houre ; 

As by difehargeof their Artillarie, 

And fbape of likelihood the newes was told : 

For he that brought them,in the very heate 
And pride of their contention, did take Horfe, 
Vncertainc of the ilfur . way. 

King, Here is a deare,and true induftrious friend. 

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his Horfe, 
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Stainde with the variation of each foy le, 

Betwixt that Holmedon, and this feat of ours; 

And he hath brought vs finooth and welcome newes, 

£ ar le of j Oovrglas is difcomfited. 

Ten thoufand bold Scots, wo and twenty Knights 
Balkt in their owne blood did fir Walter fee 
On Holmedon plaine : of prifoners Hotjjwrtooke 
Mordake Earle of Fife, and eldeft fonne 
To beaten Dowglas, and the Earle of Atholl, 

OS Murrey, Angus, and iMenteith : 

And is nor this an honorable fpoyle ? 

Agallant prize? Ha,Coofen is it not? In faith it is. 

Weft . A Conqueft for a Prince to boaft of. 

King. Yea,therethou mak’ft mefad,and mak’ft me finne 
In enuy, that my Lord Northumberland , 

Should be the Father offo bleft a Sonne, 
ASonne,whoistheTheame ofHonors tong, 

Amongft a Groue, the very ftraighteft Plant, 

Who is fweet Fortunes Minion, and her pride, 

Whilft 1 by looking on the praifeof him, 

See Ryot and dilhonour ftaine the brow 
Of my yong Harry. O that i t could be prou'd 
Thatfomc night-tripping Fairy had exchang’d 
In Cradle clothes, our children where they lay. 

And cal’d mine Percy, his Plant agenet, 

Then would I hauc his Harry , and he mine. 

But let him from my thoughts : What thinkeyou Coofe, 
Of this yong Percies pride? The Prifoners, 

Which he in this aduenture hath furprifde. 

To his ownevfe he keepes,and fends me word, 

1 111 all haue none but Mordake Earle of Fife. 

Weft . This is his Vnckles teaching, This is Worcefter, 
Maleuolenc to you in all afpetfb : 

Which makes him prune himfelfe.andbriftle vp 
The creft of Youth againft your dignitie. 

Kmg, But I haue fent for him to anfwere this; 

And for tbiscaufe a while we mud negleft 
Our holy purpofe to lerufalem. 
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Coofen,on Wednefday next, our Counfell wc will hold 
At Winfor,^ o informe the Lords ; 

But come your felfe withfpeed to vs againe. 

For more is to be faid, and to be done, 

Then out of anger can bevttered. 

Weft. 1 will my Liege. Exeunt. { 

Enter Prince of Wales, and. fir Iohn Falftaffe. 

Fal. Now Hall , what time of day is itlad ? 

* Prince . T hou art fo fat-witted with drinking of old Sacke, 
andvnbuttonmgthee after fupper,& fleepingvpon Benches 
after noone, that thou haft forgotten to demand that truely, 1 

which thou wouldeft truely know. What a deuill haft thou to 
doewiththetimeof the day? Vnleftehoures were cups of 
Sacke, and minuts Capons, & Clocks the tongues of Bauds, 
and Dialsthe fignes of Leaping houfes, and the blelTed Sun 
himfelfe a faire hot Wench in flame coulored Taffata; 1 fee 
noreafon why thoufliouldeft beeftiperfluous to demand the 
time of the day* 

Falf, Indeed you come neere me now Hall, for we that take 
Purfes,goe by theMoone and leuen ftarres,and not by Pk«. 

he, that wandring-Knight fo faire; and I prethcefwee-tc 
wagge,when thou art King, as God faue thy Grace; Maiefly 
I (hould fay, for Grace thou wilt haue none. 

Tnnce. What none? 

Falf. No by my troth, not fo much as willferue to be pro- 
logue to an Egge and Butter* 

Prince. Well, how then'? come roundly, roundly. 

Falf Marry then/weet wag, when thou art Kingjet not vs 
that are Squires of the nights body, becalledTheeuesofthe 
dayes beauty; let vs be Dianaes Forrefters, Gentlemen of the 
fliade, minions of the Moone; and let men fay, we be men of 
good gouernmen t,being gouerned as the fea is, by our noble 
„ and chart Miftris the Moonej vnder whofe countenancewe 
fteale. 

Prince. Thoufayeft well, and it holdes well too,for the for- 
tune of vs that are the Moones men,dothebbc,and flowliks 
the Sea, being gouerned as the Sea is by the Moone ; as for 
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r p vr ow a purfe of gold mod refolutely fnatcht on Men 
E niaht, and moll diifolutely fpent on Tuefday morning *, 
day ifh fwearinalay by,and fpent with crying bringm; now 
SwanX^efoote o? the Ladder, and by and by in 
is high a flow as the ridge of the Gallowes. 

8 Falf By the Lord thou fayeft true lad: and is not my Ho- 
ftelle of the T auerne a moft fweet wench? 

<prmce. As the hony of H*bla, my old lad of the Caftle,and 
is not a Buffe lerkin a moft fweet robe of durance ? 

Falf How now, how now road wagge, what m thy quips 
and thy quiddities l What a plague haue I to do with a Buffs 

, l ^pance. Why,whata poxe haue I to doe with my Hofteife 

oftheTauerne? , 

Falf. Well,thou haft cai’d her to a reckoning many a time 

nd oft ^ 

prince. Did I euer call for thee to pay thy part i 
Falf No, lie giuethee thy due, thou haft payd all there. 
prm. Yeaandclfe where,fo far as my coyne would ftretch; 
and where it would not, I haue vfde my credit. 

Falf Yea,and fovfde it, that were it not heere apparant that 
thouart Heire apparant. But 1 prethce fweet wag,fbali there 
be Gallows {landing in England, when thou art King? & refo- 
lution thus fubd as it is with the rufty curb cf old father an- 
tick the Law:do not thou whe thou art a king hang a theefe. 
Prince. No, thou (halt. 

Falf. Shalll lO rare ! by the Lord Ilebeabraue ludge* 
Prime. Thou iudgeft falfe already. I meanethouflialt haue 
thchanging oftheTheeues, and fo become a rare Hangman* 
Falf. Well Hall, well, andinfomelortit iumpes with my 
humor, as well as waiting in the Court, I can tell you. 

Prince* For obtaining of futes? 

Falf.'Yki, for obtaining of futes, whereof the Hangman 
hath noleane Wardrop,Zblood I am as melancholy as a gyb 
Cat, or a lugd-Beare. 

Prince. Oran old Lion, or a Louers Lute. * 

Falf. Yea, or the YOrov&o^ Ltnco(ne(btre Bagpipe, 

Print. What fayeft thou to a Hare, or the melancholy of 

Mogre- 
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Moore-ditch? 

FeUf. Thou haft the moftvnfauory fmilcs.and artindeede 
themoft comparatiue rafcalleft fweet yong Prince. But Hall 
I prethe trouble meeno more with vanity , 1 would to God 
thou and I knew where a commodity of good names were to 
be bought : an old Lord of the Counfell rated mee the other 
day in the ftreete about you lir; but 1 markt him not, and yet 
he talkt very wifely; but 1 regarded him not, and yet he talkt 
\vifely,in the ftreettoo. 

Prince. Thou didft well: for Wifedome cries out in the 
ftreets,and no man regardes it. 

Falf. O, thou haft dar nable iteration, and art indeed able 
to corrupt a Samt.-thou haft done much harme vnto me Hal, 
Godforgiucthecforit; Before I knew thee Hall, I knew no- 
thing ; and now am I, If a man fliould fpeake truely, little bet- 
ter than one of the wicked;I muft giue ouer this life } and I wil 
giue it ouer; By the Lord and I doe not, I am avillaine ; He be 
damned for ncuer a Kings fonne in Chnftendoroe ? 

Prince. Where fhall we rake a purfe to morrow,/*^/ 

Fall. Zounds, where thou wilt lad, lie make one ; and Ido 
not 5 call me villaine,and Batfell me. 

Prince. I fee a good amendment of life in thee$ from pray* 
ing,toPurfe taking. 

falf Why ,Ha/l; tis my vocation Hall: tis no fin for a man 
to labour in his vocation. Enter Poynes. 

Poynns. Now fhall we know if Gads hill haue fet a match : 
O, if men were to bee faued by merit, what hole in Hell were 
hot enough for him/ Thisisthe moft omnipotent Villaine 
that euer cryed, Srand,to a true man. 

Prince . Good morrow Ned. 

Pomes. Good morrow fweete HaU. What fayes Mounftettr 
Remorfe? What fayes fir lohn Sachg and «S'»jw-,Iacke? How 
agrees the Diuell and thee about thy foule, that thou folded 
him onGood-friday laft,fora cup of Madera and a cold Ca- 
pons legge? 

Prin. Sir lobn ftands to his word, the Diuell fhallhauefeis 
bargaine, for he was neuer a breaker of Prouerbes i hee will 
giue the Diuell his due. 

Poittet, 

i WlM 
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Henry the Fourth. 

poines. Then art thou damn’d for keeping thy word with 

^pnnee. Elfe he had been damn’d for Cofening the diuell. 

Poy. But my lads, my lads, to morrow morning,by fourea 
’ c i oc ke early at Cjadshillf there are pilgrims going to Canterbu- 
n with rich offrings, and Traders riding to London with fat 
purfes. I haue vizards for you ali } you haue horfesforyour 
(z\\}es-.Gads-hill\KS |o night in Rochefier , I haue befpokefup- 
per to morrow night in Eajlcheape 5 we may do it as lecure as 
fleepe: lfyouwill goe,I will ftufteyourpurfesful oferownes; 
if you wil not, tarry at home and be hang’d. 

palf. Heare ye Yedward, if I tarry at home and go not, lie 
hang you for going. 

Pey. You will chops. 

Falf. Hal, wilt thou make one? 

Prince. Who, I rob? I a theefejnot I by my faith. 

Falf. Ther’s neither honefty,manhood,nor good fellow- 
(hip in thee, nor thou camft not of the blood royall, if thou 
dareft not ftand for ten fhillings. 

Prince. Wcll,then once in my daies lie be a madcap. 

Falf. Why,thats wellfaid. 

* Prince . Well,comewhatwill,Iletarryat home. 

Falf. By the Lord jle be a traitorthen,when thou art King. 

Prince. I care not. 

Poin. Sir lohn t 1 prethee lcaue the Prince & me alone, I will 
lay him down fuch reafons for this aduenture, that be fhalgo. 

T*$jWel,God giue thee the fpiritof perfwafion,& him the 
cares of profiting, that what thou fpeakeft mayrnoue.,& what 
he heares may be beleeued,that the Prince, may (forrecrea- 

I tion fake) proue a falfe theef; for the poore abufes of the time 
want countenance : farewell, you (lral find me in Eaftcbeap. 
Pri.Farewel the latter fprmg, farewell Alhollown fummer. 
Poy. Now my good fweet hony Lord, ride with vs to mor- 
row.l haue a ieaft to execute, that I cannot mannage alone. 
Faljhijfe. Haruey , RofiM^nd Gads-hi/l, dial rob thofemen that 
wc haue already way-laidj yourfelfeand I, will not be there: 
and when they haue the booty, ifyou and I do not rob them, 
cut this head from my Ihoulders. 

B 
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Trine. How (hall we part with them in letting forth ? 

Po , Why, we will fet forth beloreor after them, and app 0 i nt 
them a place of meeting, wherin it is at our pleafure to failed 
then will they aduenture vpon the exploit thernieues, which 

they fliall haue no.fooneratchieued, but weelefet vpon the, 
Prin, y ca,but tis like that they w il know vs by our horfes,by 
our habits, and by cuery other appointment, to^be ourfelues, 
rpo. Tut, our horfes they dial not fee,jlc tie the in the wood, 
our vizard we wil change, after we leaue them; & lirra, I haue 
cafes of buckorum for the nonce, to immaske out noted out- 

ward garments- _ 

Prin, Yea, but I doubt they w il be too hard tor vs. 

Po. Wei, for two of them I know to be as true bred cowards 
aseuerturndback : and for the third, if he fight longer then 
he fees reafon,llefoifwearearmes. Thevertueofthisieftwil 
be, the incomprchenfiblc lies that this tat rogue wfll tcllvs 
when we meeteat fupper, how thirty at leaft he fought with, 
what wards, what Wowes, what extremities he indured, and in 
the reproofe of thefe lies the ieft ♦ 

Pmc.Wel,Ilegoe with thee,prouide vs al things neceflary, 
and meete meto morrow night in Eaftcheape, there jlcfuppe 
farewell. 

Poy. Farewell my Lord. Exit 'Toynes. 

' prince . I know you all, and will a while vphold 
The vnyokt humor of your idlenetfe 
Yet heereinwillJ immitatethe Sunne, 

Who doth permit the bafe contagiousclouds 
T o fmootber vp his beauty from the world, 

T hat when he pleafe agaioe to be himfelfe, 

Being wanted,hc may be more wonderd at 
By breaking through thefouleand vgly mifts 
Ofvapours that did feeme to ftrangle him. 

3f all the yeare were play ing holy daies, 

To fportwould be as tedious as to worke; 

But when they feldome come,they wifht for come, 

And nothingpleafeth but rare accidents ; 

So when thisloofc behauiour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I neuer promifed, Ro 
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g y how much better then my word I am, 

Ry fo much fhall 1 falfifie mens hopes, 

Audlike bright mettall on afullin ground, 

My reformation glittering of e my fault. 

Shall iliew more goodly, and attract more eyes. 

Then that which hath no foile to fet it off, f 

He fo offend, to make offence a skill, 

Redeeming time, when men thinke leaft I will. Exit* 

Enter the King)NorthumberlandfVorcefier,Hotj])ur, 

Sir IV alter 'Blunt, with others. 

King. My blood hath beene too cold and temperate, 
Vnapt to ftirre anhefe indignities, 

Andyou haue found me; for accordingly. 

You treadvponmy patience.- but be lure 
I will from henceforth rather be my felfe, 

Mighty,and to be feard,then my condition 
Which hath beene fmooth as oylejfoft asyong downe. 

And therefore loft that Title of refpeff, 

Which the proud foule ne’re payes but to the proud. 

Wor. Our houfe(my foueraigne Liege Jlittle deferues 
T he fcourge of greatneffe to be vfed on it. 

And that fame gr eatneffe too,which our ownehands 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. Nor. My Lord. 

King. Worcefler get thee gone,for 1 do fee 
Danger and disobedience in thine eye, 

O fir your prefence is too bold and peremptory. 

And Maieftie might neuer yet endure 
The moody frontier of aferuantsbrow. 

You haue good leaue to leaue vs ; when we need 
Your vfe and counfell, we fliall fend for you. Exit Mr* 

You were about to fpeake. 

North. Yea my good Lord. 

Thofeprifoners inyourhighnes name demanded. 

Which Harry Tercy here at Hoimedon tooke, 

Where as hefayes, not with fuch ftrength denide. 

As he deliuered to y oUr Maieftie. 

Either enuy therefore, or mifpriflon 
Js guilty gffchis fault, and not my fonne. 

B* ^ 
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Hot/, My Liege, I did deny no prifoners, 

But ] remember when the fight was done. 

When 1 was drie with rage and extreame toyle, 
Breathles and faint,leaning vpon my fword, 

Came there a certaine Lord, neat and trimly dreft, 
Frelh as a Bridegroome,and His thin new reapf, 

Shewd like a ftubble land, at hafueft home: 

He was perfumed like a Milliner, 

And twixt his finger and his thumbe he held 
A pouncet boze,which euef and anon 
He gaue his flofe,and tookt away againe. 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there., 

T ooke it in fnuffc,and ftill he fmilde and talkt, 

And as the fouldiers bore dead bodies by, 

He caldthem vntaught knaUes,vnmanfterly, 

To bring a fiouenly vnhand-fomc coarfe, 

Betwixt the Wind and his Nobility, 

With many holy day and Lady tearmes. 

He queftioned me: among thereft demanded 
My prifoners in yourMaiefties behalfe. 

I then al fmarting with my wounds being cold. 

To be fo peftered with a Popingay, 

Out ofmy griefe and my impatience, 

Anfwered negleftingly,I know not what, 

Helhould, or helhould not, for he made me mad 
Tofeehim fiiinefo briske,and fmell'fofweet. 

And talkefo like awaiting gentlewoamn, 

Of Guns and Drum$,and wounds, God fade the marke 
A nd telling me thefoueraigneft thing on earth; 

Was P&rmacity for an inward brufe, 
vdnd that it was great pitty,fo it was. 

This villanous Saltpeter Ihould be digd 
Oat of t he bowels of the harmcles Earth ; 

Which many a good tall fellow had deftroy’d 
So cowardly and but for thefe vile Guns, 

He would hauebecn himfelfe a Souldier. 

This baldvnioynted chat of his (my Lord) 

I, anfwered indiredly (as 1 faid) 
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And I befeeh you,let not this report 
Conte currant for an accufation 
Betwixt my loue, and your high Mai 
Blunt* The circumftance confidercdjgc 
Whatcr’e Harry Piercie then hadfaid 
To fuch a perfon,and in fuch a 
At fuch a time, with all the reft 
May reafonably die,and neuer rife. 

To doe him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he faid, fo he vnfay it now. 

King, Why yet he doth deny hisprifo 
But with prouilo and exception. 

That we at our owne charge (ball 
His brother inlaw.thefoolilh Mortimer, 

Who in my foule hath wilfully betraide. 

The liues of thofe,that he did lead to fight. 

Again ft the great Magitian.damned Glettdo 
Whofe daughter as we heare,the Earle 
Hath lately married? (hall our coffers then 
Be emptied to redeem e a traitor home l 
Shall we buy treafon ? and indent with feares. 

When they haue loft and forfeited themfelues 
No, on the barren mountaine let himfterne. 

For I fhall neuer hold that man my friend, 

W hofe tongue (hall aske me for one penni 
T 0 ranfome home reuolted Mortmer. 

Hot. Reuolted Mortimer ? 

He neuer did fall off, my Soueraigne Liege, 

But by the chance of warre : to prouethat true. 

Needs no more but one tongue: for all thofe wounds* 
Thofe mouthed wounds which valiantly he tooke 
When on the gentle Seuemes fiedgie bankc 
In tingle oppofition hand to han d, 

Hedid confou nd ihebeft part ofanboure 
In changing hardiment with great Gkndovner, 

Three times they breath’d,and three times did they drinke, 

V pon agreement ottwA’t Setierns floud 

Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes, 
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Ran fearfully among the trembling rcedes. 

And hid his crilpe-head in the hollow banke, 
Blood-Rained with thefe valiant combatans, 

Neuer didfiareand rotten-policy 
Colour her working with luch deadly wounds, 

Nor neuer could the oobia-Mortimer, i bne 
Receiue fo many, and all willidgiy.' • t, y, 

Then let him not be llandered with revolt. 

King. T hou doftibely him Pm?, thou doff bely him, 
He neuer did encounter with Gleudower , 

I tell thee, he duxff as welihaire met the Ditiellalone, 

As 0 wen (jkndower for an enemy* '■ o-irnr : 

Ai t thon not alliam’d ? but firra, henceforth 

Let rne not heareyou fpeake of 

Send me yourprifoners with the fpeedieft meanes, 

Or you Ih all hear^tn fucha kind from me, 
will di(pl<y*feyou.MyLord Northumberland) 

We Iicencqyour departure withy our fonrie, 

Send vs your prifoners,or you will heare of it. 

Hot. And if the diuellcomeandroare fort 
I will not fend them ." I will after ftraight 
And tell himfo, for I will eale my heart, 

-Albeit I make a hazard of my head,- 

Nor. WhatJdrunke with choletfftay and paufe a while, 
Heere comes your Vnckle. 

Hot. Speake of CHiortmer i 
Zounds I wilfpeake ofhim,andlet my foule 
, Want mercy if I doe not ioyne with him: 

Yea an his part, lie empty all thefe veincs, 

-^nd (bed my deare bloud,drop by drop i’eh duff. 

But I wil lift the downe-rrod Mortimer, 

As high in’th ayre as this vnthankfull King, 
j&this ingrate andcankred Bullmgbrookc , 

Nor. Brother ,the King hath made yourNephewmad, 
Wor. Who ftrooke this heat vp after I was gone i 
Hot. He wil forfooth haue all my prifoners, 

And when I vrg’d the ranfome once againe 
Of my wiues brother, then his cheekelookt pale, 
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And on my face he turn’d an- eye of death, 

Trembling euen at the name of CMortmer. . 

Wor. I cannot blame him, was not he proclaim d 
By Richard that.dead is, the next of blond? 

Nor. He was ; I heard the Proclamation, 

^nd then it was, when thevnhappy King, 

(Whofewrongs in vs God pardon) did let forth 
Vpon his Irijh expedition; ' 

From whence he intercepted, did returne 

To be depos'd and fhortly murdered. 

Wor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide-mouth, 
Liue fcandaliz’d and foulie fpoken off. 

Hot . But foft I pray you, did King "Richard then 
proclaime my brother Mortimer, 

HeiretotheCrowne? 

Nor. He did, my lelfe did heare it. 

Hot. Nay then 1 cannot blame his coofin King, 

That wifht him on the barren mountaines ftaruc. 

But fhall it be that you thatfet the Crowne 
Vpon the head of this forgetfull man, 

And for hisfakeweare thedetefted blot 
Of murtherousfubornatton ? fhall it be 
That you a world ofeurfes vndergoe. 

Being the agents, or bafe lecond meanes, 

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather? 

O pardon if that 1 defeendfo low, . 

Tolhew the line and the predicament, 

Wherein you range vnder this fubtile King* 

Shall it for fhame be fpoken in thefe daies. 

Or fill vp Cronicles in time to come, 

That men of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an vniuft behalfe, 

(As both of you God pardon it haue done) 

T o put downe Richard that fweet lonely Role, 

And plant this thorne, this canker Bullmgbrookc : 

And (hall it in more fliame be further fpoken. 

That you are fool'd, dtfearded, and (hookeoff 
By him, for whom thefe lhames ye vnder-went ? 
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N o, yet time femes, wherein you may redeeme 
Your banifht honors,andreftoreyourfelues, 

Into the good thoughts ofthe world agame; 
Reuengctheieeringand difdain d contempt 
Ofthis proud King.who ftudies day and night 
To anfwere all the debt he owes to you, 

Euen with the bloodie paiment of your deaths; 

Therefore I lay. 

Wor. Peace Coofin,fay no more. 

And now I willvnclafpeafecretbooke, 

And to your quicke concerning difcontents 
He read your matter deepe and dangerous, 

As full of perill aqdaduenterous Ipirit, 

As to ore walke a Current roring lowd 
On thevnftcadfaft footing ofa fpeare. 

Hot. lfhefallin,goodnight,orfinkeorfwimd. 

Send danger from the Eaft vnto the Weft, 

So honorcroile it from the North to South, 

And let them grapple : the blood more ftirres 
TorowfeaLion,thcnto ftarta Hare. 

North, Imagination of fome great exploit, 

Driues him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot, By heauen me thinks it were an eafie leape. 

To pluckebright honorfrom the pale-fac’d Moone 
Or diue into the bottome of the deepe, 

Wherefadome-line could neuer touch the ground, 

And plucke vp drowned honor by the lockes, 

So he that doth redeeme her thence, might weare 
Without corriuall, all her dignities; 

But out vpon this halfe fact fellowftiip. 

Wor. He apprehends a world offigurcs here. 

But not the forme of what he (hould attend, 

Good Coofen giue me audience for a while. 

Hot. I cry you mercy. 

Wor, Thole fame noble Scots that are yonr prifoners. 

Hot. lie keepe them all. 

By Godhelhall nothaueadVotofthem, 

Nojifa Scot would faue hfsfoule,he fljall not, 

lie 

- — 
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He keepe them by this hand. 

* Wor. You ftart away, 

A nd lend no care v nto my purpoless 
Thofe Prifoners you (hali keepe. 

Hot. Nay, I will*, that’s flat ; 

He faid he would notranfome Mortimer, 
forbad my tongue to fpeake of Mortimers 
But 1 will find him when he lies a deepe. 

And in his eare He hallow CMor timer-. 

Nay,Uehaue a Starling (hall be taught t© fpeake 
Nothing but Mortimer, and giue it him, 

To keepe his anger ftillin motion. 

Wer. Heare you Coofin,a word. 

Hot. All ftudies heere I folemnly defie, 

Saue how to gall and pinch this Budtngbrpokf, 

And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales. 
Butthaclthinkehis father loues him not, 

And would be glad he met with fome mifchancc ; 

I would haue him poyfoned with a pot of Ale. 

Wor. Farewell Kinfman,Iletalketoyou 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

Nor. Why what aWafpe-tongueand impatient foolc 
Art thou, to breake into this womans-mood. 

Tying thine eare to no tongue but thine owne? 

Hot. Why looke you, 1 am whipt and fcourg’d with rods, 
Netled,and ftungwith Pifmires,when I heare 
Ofthis v ile Polititian Bulltngbrooke. 

In Richards time, what doe you call the place; 

A plague vpon it, it is in Gloceflerjbire-, 

> Twas where the mad-cap Duke his vuckle kept, 

His vnc)s\eTorke, where I firft bowed my knee 
Vnto this King of Smiles, this 'Bulltngbrooke: 

Zbloud, when you and he camebackefrom Raucnjpurgh, 

Nor, AtBarklyQ&le. Hot. You fay true, 

Why whatacandie deale of curtefie, 

, This fawning Grey-hound then did proffer me, 

Looke when his infant Fortune came to age, 

^nd ge ntle Harry Percy, and kindCoofin : 

c o. 
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0,the Diuell take fuch coofeners,God forgiue me. 
Good Vnckle tell your tale,I haue dene* 

Wor . Nay,ifyou haue not, to itagaine. 

We will flay your leifure. 

Hot. 1 haue done y faith* 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottifli Prifoners. 
Deliuer them vp without their ranfofne ftraight, 
And make the Dmglas lonneyour onely meane 
For powers in Scotland, which for diuers reafons 
Which I fhall fend you written bee alTuf d, 

Will eafily be granted you, my Lord, 

Your fonne in ScotUndbc ingthus imployed. 

Shall fecretly into the bofome creepe 
Of that fame noble Prelate, wel-belou’d. 

The Archbifhop, 

Hot. QfTorke, is it not? 

Wor. True, who beares hard 
His brothers death at Brifiow the Lord Scrooge % , 

I fpeake not this in eflimadon, 

Aswhatl thinke might be,but what Iknow 
Is ruminated, plotted, and fet downe, 

And onely ftaies but to behold the face 
Of thatoccafion that fhall bring it on. 

Hot. I fniell it; vpon my life it will doe well* 

Nor t Before the game s afoote thou (till let’ll flip*. 
Hot. Why, it cannot choofe but be a noble plot. 
And then the power of Scot land, And o fZorke, 

To ioyne with Mortimer, ha. 

Wor. Andfb they fhall. 

Hot. In faith it is exceedingly well aymd. 
w w* And tis no little reafbn bids vs fpeed, 
Tofaueoor heads, by raifingofaHead; 

For,beare ourfelues as euen as we can. 

The King will alwaies thinke him in our debt. 

And thinke we thinke our felues vnfatisfied, 

Till he hath found a time to pay vs home. 

And fee already, how he doth begin 
To make vs Grangers to hislookes ofJoue, 
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Mot He does,he does 5 weele be reueng’d on him. 
mr. Coofin,farewell.No further goe in this, 

Then I by Letters fhall dired your courfe 
When time is ripe,which willbefuddenly.* 

He fteale to Glendorver, and loe, Mortimer, 

Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once, 

As I will fafhionit,(hall happily meet, 

To beare our fortunes in our owne ftrong armes. 

Which now we hold at much vneertaintie. 

Nor, Farewell good brother, we fhall thriue,! trult* 

Hot. Vnckle, adue; O let the houres be (liort. 

Till Fields, & Blowes,& Grones, applaud our Iport. Exeunt. 
Enter a Carrier with a Lanterne in his hand * 

1 .Car. Heigh ho, an it be not foure by the day,jle be hangd, 
Charles-waine isouer the new Chimney, and yet our horlc not 
packt. What Ofilerl 

Oft. <sx*hon,anon. . . . 

i . Car. I prethee Tom, beat Cuts Saddle, put a few Flocks u 
the point, poore iade iswrungintheW ithers,out of all celle* 
Enter another Carrier. 

2 Car. Peafe and Beanes are asdankeheere as a dog, and 
that is the next way to giue poore lades the Bots: ihis houfe 
is turned vpfide downe lince Robin Ollier died. 

1 . Car. Poore fellow neuer ioyed fince the price of Oates 
rofe,it was the death ofhim. 

2 , Car, 1 thinke this to be the mod villanous houfe in all 
Londontoad for Fleas, I am ftunglike a Tench. 

i . Car. Like a Tench? by the Malfe there is neare a King 
chriften, cold be betterbit,the I hauebin fincethe firft cock. 

2 • Car, Why, you will allow vs nere a Iordaine, and then 
wceleake in your Chimney, and your Chamber-lie breedes 
Fleas like a Loach. 

1 .Car, What 0 filer, come away-,&. be hangd, come away* 

2 .Car. I haue a Gammon of Bacon, & two razes of Gin- 
ger.to be deliuered as farre as Charing-croffe. 

i . Car Gods body the Turkies in my panier are quite Tlar- 
ued: what Ofilerl a plague onthee, haft thou neuer an eye in 
thy head’ canft not hearc, andc’vverenotasgood a deed as 
C £ drink e. 
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drinke, to bredke the pate of thee, I am a'very villaine* come 
and be hang’d,haft no faith in thee: 

Enter Cj ads- hill, 

Gads-hiU. Good-morrow Carriers) What’s a clocke? 

Car* Ithinkeitbetwoadocke. 

Gad, I prethee lend me thy Lantherne.tofee my Geldino 
in the Stable. $ 

1. Car, Nay by God foft 5 Iknowatricke worth two of 
that I faith. 

Gad. I prethee lend me thine. 

2. Car. I,\vhen,canfttell? Lend me thy Lanternefquoth 
he)Marry lie fee thee hanged firft. 

Gad, Sirra Carrier, What time do you meane to come to 

London. 

2 Car, Time enough to go to bed with a Candle, I warrant 
thee. Come neighbor Adages, week call vp the Gentlemen 
they will along with company, for they haue great charge. * 
Enter Chamber laine. Exeunt-. 

Gjad. What ho, Chamberlaine » 

Cham. At hand quoth Picke-purfe. 

Gad. That’s euen as faire,as at hand qd. the Chamber-lam, 
for thou varied no more from picking of purfes,then giuing 
diredion dothffom labouring; thou layeft theplot how. 

Cham. Good morrow Matter Gads-hiU. , it holds currat that 
I told you yefter night, there’s a Franklin in the wild of Kent, 
hath broght three hundred Marks with him in Gold, I heard 
him tell it to one of his company laft night at fupper, a kind 
of Auditor, one that hath abundance of charge too, God 
knowes what, they are vp already, and call for £gges & But* 
ter . -they will away prefently. 7 

Gad. Sirra, ifthey meet not with Saint Nicholas Clarkes, 
Ilegiue theethis necke. 

Cham. No, He none of it; I prethee keepe that for the 
Hangman,fbr I know thou worfhipeft Saint Nicholases true- 
ly as a man of falihood may. 

Gad. What talked thou to me of the HaDgmanhfl hang, 
| ie make a fat paireofgallows.-for if I hang, old fir John hags 
witame,& thou knowes he is no ftarueling : tut,there areo- 

thet 
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. rroia ns that thou dream’ft not of , thewhich for fport 

fixpenny (Inkers, none ottn ■ tran quility. Burgomafters 
ma U™s, wUlftrikc foo- 

“ d drinke, & drinke foc.no 

,h Whktthe'Coaimott-wealth their Bootes; will Are 

h M^SSc«hoh. 1 ,uor^«e al ea S 
infe^kefure, wee haue the rece.t of Fernefeed, wee 

"S U Nai!by my faith,I thinke you are more beholding 

totSfihtt y hentoEernefeed,foryour walking muifible. 

gTS iue me thy hand, thou lhalt haue a (hare m our pur- 

brfog^^G^cUn^u^ofthe’ftableifarwel ye muddy knaue. 

Enter Prince, Poynes, and Peto,&c. 

\Poines. Come fhelter, flielter, 1 haueremoouea Falftafres 
Horfej and he frets like a gum d vcluet. 

-Prince. Stand clofe. Enter Falfiafe . 

Fair. Pomes, Poines,and be hangd Pomes. . „ 

Prtnce, Peace ye fat kidney d rate all, whatabrawlingdoeft 

thou keepe? 

Falf. What Poines, Hal ? - , , . 

> Prince. He is walkt vp to the top of the hill,lle go feek him. 

Falf. 1 am accurft to rob in that theeues company,the rarcal 
hath remoued my horfe,and tyed them 1 know not where, n 
I trauel but 4. foot by thefqtnre further a foot, 1 frail breake 
my wind ; Well, I doubt ret but todieafairedeath foratl 
this, if I fcape hanging for killing that rogue,! haue forfw orn 
hiscompanv hourely any time this a 2 ♦year ) and yet 1 am e- 
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witchtwith the rogues company »lf the rafcalhauenot gj Betl 
me medicines to make me loue him,jle be bandg; it cold not 
be elfe,l hauedrpnke medicines, Pomes, Hal, a plague on Vou 
both. BardoU, Peto, lie ftarue ere jle rob a foot further .• and 
t’ were net as good a deed as drinke,to turne true naan, and to 
leauechefe Rogues, I am the verieft Varlet that euer chewed 
withatooth: eightyardesofvneuen ground, isthreefcore 
andtenmilesafootwithmejandthe ftdny hearted Villaines 
know it well enough, a plague vpon it when theeucs cannot 
be true one to another. They, whittle. 

Whew, a plague vpo you all,giuememy Horle, you rogues, 
Giue me my Horfe,and be hangd. 

Prm. Peace ye fat guts, lie downe, lay thine eareclofe to the 
grou nd,and lift if thou can heare the tread of T rauellers, 

EalJ. Haueyou any leauers toliftmevp again bemgdown? 
Zbloud,lle not beare mine owne fleih fo far afoot againefor 
all the Coyne in thy Fathers Exchequer:what a plague mean 
ye to colt me thus? 

Prince. Thou lieft,thou art not colted,thou art vncolted, 

Falf. I prethee good Prince Hal, helpe mee to my horfe, 
Good Kings fonne. 

Prince. Out you Rogue, fhall I be your Oftler? 

Fllf.Go hang thy felfe in thine owne Heire apparant Gar- 
ters : if I be tane, jle peach for this: and 1 haue not Ballades 
made on all, and lung to filthy tunes, let acupofSackeberay 
poyfon when ieaft is fo forward, and afoot too, I hate it. 

Enter Gads -hill. 

Gad. Stand.- I al. So I doe againftmy will. 

'Pent. O tis our fetter, I know his v oicePardolwhat nevves? 

Bar. Cafeyee,cafeye;on with your Vizards,ther’smony 
of the Kings comming downe thehill*tis going to the Kings 
Exchequer, 

Falf. You lie you rogue, tis going to the Kings Tauernc. 

gad. There’s enough to make vs all. 

Falf Tobehanged. 

Prince. You foure (hall front them in the narrow Lane! 
Ned pomes and I, will v\ alke lower; if they fcape from your 
encounter, then they lighton vs. 

Pett. 
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Peto- But how many be they of them ? 

Gad. Some eight or ten, 

Falf. Zounds, will th ey not rob vs ? 

Prince What ? a coward Sir Iohn Pawnchf 
Falf Indeed I am not Ibhnot gant our Granfathei , ue 
vet no coward, Hal. 

7 Prince. Well,weele leaucthat to the proote. 

%«,. SimJ*L«hyhoK, Bands behind the hedge, when 
, hofneed.il him.therethou (halt find him, farewell, & ftanJ 
Falf Now cannot I ftrike him ifl fhould be hangd. (talt. 
prince. Ned, where are our difguifes? 

Planes. Heere hard by ftand clofe. , . . 

Falf Now my maifters, happy man be his dole, 1 ay,eue ry 

man to his bufines. / 

£nter the T rauellers. 

Tra. Come neighbor, the boy fhallcad our horfes downe 
the hil'ljwecle walke a foote a while, and e_afe our legs. 

Theeucs. Stay. Tra. Ielus blelfe vs, 

. Falf. Strike, downe with them, cut the villaines throats : a 
horefon caterpillars! Bacon-fed knaucs, they hate vs youth, 

downe with them, fleece them. 

Tra. O, we arevndone, both we and ours for euer. 

Falf. Hangyegorbellied knaues,arcyevndonc. ? noye fat 
chuffcs,! would your ftore were heere:on bacons, onf- what 
yeknaues. ? yongmen rnuft liue, you are grand Iurers,are ye? 
weeleiureyeyfaith. 

Heere they rob them and bind them 5 Enter 
the Prince, and Poynes . 

Prince. Thetheeues haue bound the true men: now could 
thou and I rob the theeuesiand goe merrily to London, it wold 
be argument for a weeke, laughter for a month, and a good 
ieft for eu?r. 

Points. Stand clofe,l lveare them comming. 

Enter thetheeues againe . 

Fal(. Come my mafters,let vs Inare, and then to horfebe- 
foreday: and the Prince & Pomes be not two arrant cowardes, 
theres no equity ftirring./thcr’s rio more valour in that Powes_ 



Prince. 
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1,4s they are flaring, the Prince & Pn m 
Prin.Y OU r money* fetvponthcm, they all ran away t and. Fad. 
poin. Villaines, ) pffe after a blare or two runs away too, fc* 
C King the booty behind them ♦ 

Tdr 'in. Got with much ea(e. Now merrily to horfe,the theeuej 
arefcattercd,and pofleft with fearefo ttrongly, that they dav e 
not meet each other, each take his fellow for an officer, avv ay 
good Ned, Falftaffe fweare to death, and lards the leane earth 
as he walkes along.- wert not for laughing, i ihould pi tty him.. 
Paynes. How tne rogue roard Exeunt. 

Enter Hotjpurfolus, reading a Letter. 

But for mine owne part , my Lardy I could be well contented tote 
therein rejpett ojthe hue I beareyour houfe. 

He could be contented, why is he notthenj'inrefpedofthe 
loue he beares our houfe he ffiowes in this, heloues his own 
barne better then heloues our houfe. Let me fee fome mote, 
'The purpofeyou vndertake is dangerous . 

Why thats certaine,tis dangerous to take a cold, to deep, to 
drinkc; but I tell you (my Lordfoole) outof this nettle dan- 
ger, we plucke this flower fafety. • , 

T he purpofeyou vndertake is dangerous, thefriendsyou haue named 
vncertaine,the time it felfe vnforted,andyour whole plot too light for 
the comterpoife offogreatanoppoftticn , 

Saf you fo.fay you fo,l lay vnto you again, you are a /hal- 
low cowardly hinde 5 & youlie.-vvhatalack-braineisthisfby 
the Lord our plot is a good plot as euer was laid, our friend 
true &conf!anr.-a good plot, good friends, & ful of expe&atio 
an excellent plot, very good friends ; whatafrofty fpirired 
rogue is this? why my L.ofi7p?-^ comends the plot, & the ge- 
neral courfeof the adion, Zounds &I were now by this rafeal 
3 could brainehim with his Ladies Fanne.Isthereaiot my fa- 
ther my vnckle, & my fclfe.Lord Edmond Mortimer, very Lord 
ofTorke&iOwen (jlendower: Is there not befides the Dorr glad 
haue 1 not alkh e ir letters to meet me in Armes by the ninth 
of the next month ? and are they not feme of the fet forward 
already?Whatapaganrafcallisthis& Infidell? Ha,youfhall 
fee nowin very fincerity offearcand cold heart, will he to the 
King, and lay open all our proccecdings.0,1 could diuidemy 
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felfe and *0 to buffets, for mouing luch a diffi of skim Milkc 
with fo honorable an adion. Hang him, let him tel the King, 
we are prepared. I will fet forward to night. Enter hts Lady. 
How now Kate, I tnuft leaue you within thefe two houres. 

Lady. O my good Lord,why are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue 1 this fortnight been 
A baniiht woman from my Harries bed ? 

Tell mc,fweet Lord, what is’tthat takes from thee 
Thy ftomacke,plcafure,and thy golden fleepe ? 

Why doft thou bend thine eies vpon the earth. 

And flare fo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why halt thou loft the freffi bloiid in thy cheekes* 

And giuen my treafures and my rights of thee, 

Tothick-eyd mufmg,and curft melancholy? 

In my faint (lumbers, I by thee watcht. 

And heard thee murmure tales of yron Warres, 

Speaks tearmes of manage to thy bounding Steed, 

Cry courage to the field : And thou haft talkt 
Of (allies; and retires, trenches, tents. 

Of Pdlizadocs, frontiers, parapets, 
Ofbafilisks,ofcanon,culuerin, 

Ofprifoiiersranfonie.andof fouldiers flaine, 

And all the current, of a heddy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath been fb at war, 

^nd tnus hath fobeftird thee in thy fleepe, 

That beds of fweat hath flood v pon thy brow. 

Like bubbles inalatedifturbed ftreamc, 

in thy face ftrange motions haue appeard. 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath. 

On fome great fodaine haft.O what portents are thefe? 

Some heauy bufines hath my Lord in hand. 

And I miifl kuow it,elfe heloues me not. 

Hot. Whar ho, is gillixmsmth the Packet gone? 

Ser. He is my Lord, an houi e agoe. 

Hot. Hatfi Rutler brought thofe Horfesfrom the SherifFc? 
Ser. One Horfe,my Lord, he brought euen now. 

Hot. W hat Horfe? a roane,a crop care, is it not? 

Ser, It is my Lord. 

,D Heio 
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Hot. That Roan fhal be my throne. Well,I wil back him 
ftraight. Efterance, bid Butler lead him forth into the parke 
Lady , But beare you my Lord. 

Hot. What faieft thou my Lady j 
La. What is ltcarries you away l 
Hot . Why, my horfe(my louejmy horfe. 

La. Out you mad-headed ape,a weazel hath not fuch a dcale 
oflpleene,as you are toft with. In faith jle know your bulines 
Harry, that J wil;l feare,my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
his title) & hath fent tor you to line hisenterprife,. but if you 
Hot. So far a foot, 1 dial be weary, loue. fo 0 

£<«.Com,come,youParaquito>anfwei rue dire<ftly,vnto this 

qaeftion that I lhaJ. aske ; in faith He breake thy lictlefineer 
Harry, and if thou wilt not tellme all things true. 

Hot. Away,awayyoutrifler,loue;l leuetheenot, 

I care not for thee Kate , this is no world 
To play w ith mammets,and to tilt with lips. 

We muft haue bloudy nolei, and crackt crownes, 

^nd palfe them currant too : gods me my horfe# 

Whatfaift thou Kate.w hat wouldft thou haue with me? 

La. Do you not loue me/ do.you not indeed? 

Wei doe not then? for fince you loue me nor, 

1 will not loue my fclfe.Doeyou not loue me? 

Nay, tell me,if you fpeake inieaft,or no ? 

Lome wilt thou fee me ride? 

And when lam a hoi fe-backe,l will fweare, 

I loue thee infinitly.But harkeyou Kate, 

txTu. n °£ haue > ou henceforth, queftion me? 

Whither I go : nor reafon were, about. 

Whither I muft, I muft : and to conclude, 

Tnu euening muft I leaue you gentle 
1 know you wife, butyer no farther wife. 

Then Harry <p trc yes w!fe. Conftant you are. 

But yet a womans and for fecrecie ? 

^ q Lady clofcr, for I will belecue. 

Thou wi't not vner what thou doeft not know.- 
Andfofer will lit uftthec, gentled 
How, fo far? 
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Hot. Notan inchfurther; but harkeyou Kate 
Whither I go, thither fhall you goetoo: 

To day will I fet forward, to morrow your 
Will this content you Kate ? 

Ka. It muft of force. Exeunt. 

Enter ‘Prince a>dTcynes. 

Tnnce. iW<?,prethee come out of that fat too me, and lend 
me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poynes . Where fait been t Halil 

Pnn. With three or foure Logger-heads.amongft three or 
foure-fcore Hogs-heads.I haue founded thevery bale firing 
of Humilitie.Su i a,l am fworne brother to a lealh of Drawers 
and can call them all by their Chrittian names, as Tom.Dtckj 
and Francis : they take it already vpon their faluation, that 
though 1 be PiinceofW«/<?/, yet 1 am the king of Curtefn t, & 
tell me flatly, I am not proud Iacke like Faiftaffe ; buta Corin- 
thian, a lad ofmettall,agood Boy (by the Lordfo they cal me) 
and when I am king of England,! (hall command al the good 
lads in Eaftcheap. They call drinking deepening Scarlet & 
whenyou breath in your watring,they cry hem,andbidyou 
play it off. To conclude, I am fo good a proficient in one 
quarter of an houre,thatIcandrinke with any Tinker in his 
ownelanguage during my life. 1 will tell thee 7VW,thou haft 
loft much honor, that thou wert not with mein this aftion : 
but fweet Nedyo fweeten which name of Ned, I giuc thee this 
penniworthof Sugar , clapt euen now into my hand by an 
vnder skinker, one that neuer fpake other Englifh in his life, 
then S. (hillings & 6.pcnce, icFouareroelcome, with thisflirill 
addition, Anon, anon fir, skore a pint ofBaffard in the Halfe moon, 
or fo. But Ned. to uriuc away time till Faiftaffe come, 1 pre- 
thee doe thouftandinfomeby-roome, while Iqueftion my 
puny Drawer, towhatend he gaue me the Sugar, & do neuer 
l-.-aue calling Francu , that his tale to me may be nothing but. 
An >n ; fteo afide,and lie fhew thee aprefent. 

Poines. Francis, 

Prince. Thou art perfed. 

Poines. Francis. 

Fran. Am u,anon fir jlooke down into thePomgranct, Ralfe* 
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prince. Gome hither Francis. 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thoutoferue,f>«<w«? 

Francis. Forfooth Hue yeates,and as much as to 
Pomes ♦ Francis . 

Francis, Anone* anone fir. 

Prince, Fiueyearcs^berlady along leafe for thechincking 
of Pewter : Bur Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play 
the coward with thy Indenture, and fhewita laire paireof 
hceles, and runne from it? 

Francis. O Lord fir, Ilebefwornevponallthcbookesin 
England^ could find in my heart. 

P ernes. Francis. Francis . Anone fir. 

Prince. How old art thou Francis t 
Francis . Let me fee, about Mtchaehnas next 1 (hall be 
Poines. Francis. 

Francis. Anone fir, pray you ftay alittle.my Lord, 

‘Prince. Nay buHlarke you Francis , for the Sugar thou 
gaueft me,t was but a penny worth,waft not l 
Francis. O Lord, 1 would it had beene two. 

Prince. I will giue thee for it a thoufand pound, aske raee 
when thou wilt, and thou fhalt haue it. 

Poines. Francis . ' Francis* Anon,anone. 

• prince . Avion FrancisWo Francis but to morrow Francis . 
or Francis, onthurfeday. or indeed Francis > when thou wilt : 
But Francis. 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. Wiltthou rob this Leatherne Ierkin.Chrutall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agat ring, Puke flocking, Caddice garter, 
Smooth tongue, Spanifh pouch/ 

Francis. O Lord fir, who doyoumeane/ 

Prince. Why then your Browne baftardeisyour onclie 
drinkc : for looke you Francispjow White canuaffe doublet 
will fulley ♦ In Barbary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 
Francis. What fir; Poines. Francis. 

Prince. Away you rogue, doft thou not heare them call. 

Fie ere they both call him , the Drawer flands amazed, not 
knowing which waytagoe. Enter Vintner. 




Henry the Fourth. 

My lSoW fir SSI 

^■strrWnV.K.r e ftof.hcTh«ae. >M .«* e 

d °°. rC ’ Cncte, my lad .-but hark. y«, what 

cunnia'g match Iwiue you made with this ieft of the Drawer 5 
come, what's the Uluef . {hewed themfelues 

“gcofthis prefent Twctucacloke atmldmght. Whats a 
clock eFrancisi 

f«r^htt n eue?ttfis 0 fellovv fiiould haue fewer words thetJ 
aParret Scyetthefon ofaWoman.His induftry is vp ftai.e& 

at^ a dow^^aires,hi»doquencethcparceHofareckonmg.I 

am not yetofPereeys mind, the Hotfynr oP the North, hetha 
kds mefome 6 or 7. dozen of **/ at a breakfaft, walhes h.s 
hands, and fayes to his wife, Fie vpon this quiet life, I want 
workc.O my fweet Harry fay es fhe'. how many haft thou kil& 
to day ? Giue my Roan horfeadrenchffayes he)and anfwers, 
fomefourteene,anhour after: a trifle, a trifle .1 prethcc cal in 
Falfiatfe, lie play Percy , and that damr.de Bramte (hall play 
Dime Mortimer his wife.i^,faies the drunkard;ca.hnnbe ; 



Poines. Welcome lacke, where haft thou beene? 

Falf. A plague ofallcowardsl fay, and a vengeance too, 
marry &. Amen ; giu e me a cup of fack boy . E’re 1 lead this 
life long' lie fow neather flocks, & mend them,& foot them 
too. A plague of all cowards; Giue me a cup of faeke, rogue, is 
there no vertue extant? ... 

Prm. Dnft thou neuer/ee Titan kille a difh of outter,pttti- 
fjjJl hearted Titstn that melted at the Iweet tale of the Sun ? if 
thou didft, then behold that compound, 
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Ftf/You rogue, here s Lime in this Sack too, there is notf • 
but rogery to befound in villanousmanjyet a coward is Vv 1 

then acup of lack with lime in it. A vilianous coward, go r* 5 [ 
waies old lacks. die when thou wilt, if manhood, good ni f [ 
hood be not forgot vpon tne face of the earth , tiien am j " 
fhottcnherringuhereliuesnotj.good men vnhangd in g, 5 
/and, and one of them is fat, and growes old 5 God hdp e f 
while, a bad world I fay .- 1 would I were a weauer.l could li* * 
Pialmes,cr any thing. A plague of all cou art’s,! f a y 

PriHC , How now Wollacke,what n.uttei you j 

Fa/, A Kings Son? if I doe not beat thee out ofeby King, 
dome with a dagger of Lath, and driu; all thy Subicdfs afore 
thee like a ft eke of Wild-gcefe, lleneuuwearebaiieoiimy 

face more, you Prince of Wales* 

Prtn. Whyyou horfon round man, what’s the matter? 

Fat, Arc you not a coward? anfwere me to that, and pom 
there. 

Prin. Zounds ye fat paunch, and ye call me coward ; by the 
Lord jle Hub thee, 

Fal, I call thee coward? jle fee thee damnde eare I call thee 
co*ard,but I would glue athoufand pourd 1 cold run as fall 
as thou can ft. You are ftraight enough in the (boulders, you 
care not w ho fees your backc.- call you that backing ofyour 
friends?apiaguevponfuch backing.- g.uemethemthatvull 
face me.giue me a cup of lack, I am a rogue if I drunk to day 

Pn. O villaine,thy lips arelcarce wip’d fince thou drunkft 
laft. Fal. Atts one for that. He dnnk[. 

Aplagueofallcowars ftill Ay i, 

Prm* What’s the matter? 

Fal. What’s the matter? heerebee foure of vs, hauetanea 
thoufand pound this morning. 

Prm. Where is it lacks* where is it? 

Falf. Where is it ? takenfromvsitis .- a hundred vpon 
poore foure of vs. 

Prtn. What,a hundred man ? 

Fal. I amaroj.ue,if] w care not a halfe fword,with adeze 
ofti iem two houres together. 1 hauc fcaped by miracle. 1 am 
eight times thiull through the Doublet, fouie through the 
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Hofc my buck’er cut through & through, my Sword hack t 
l,ke zlJad ^ >ecceji\mm. 1 neuer dealt better lince 1 was a 
Ln,, 11 would not do. A plague of al cow ards,iet them fpeak 
ifthey fpeake more or leile then truth, they arevillaines, and 
t he tonnes of darkneife - 
Gad. Speake firs.how was it ; 

Rofs. Wee fouire let vpon iome dozen. 

Fa/ft. Sixteeneat lealf.my Lord. 

Rojs. And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were notbound. 

Fal. You rogue they were bound, euery naan of them,or 1 
am a lew elfe,an Ebrew lew. „ 

'pofs. Aswewereftiaring,fome 6. or 7 .freJnmenlet vpo vs. 
Fal. And vnbound the reft, and tiien come in the other, 

Prin . What fought ye with them all? 

Fal All ? 1 know not what you call all : but if I foughtnot 
with fifty of them, I a n a bunch Radilh .- if there were not 
two or three and fifty vpon poore old lack ^ then am I no tvvo 
ieg’d creature. 

poin. Pray God you haue not murthered forae of them. 
Pal. Nay that’s pall praying for, 1 haue pepper’d two of 
them, Two 1 am lut e 1 haue payed, two rogues in Buckrom 
futes .- 1 tell thee what Half if f tel thee alie,l pit in my tacejcal 
me Horfe : thou knoweft my old word.- herellay,and thus I 
bore my pcint.-foure rogues in buccorom let driue at me. 
Prm. What,f oure?thou faid ft but two, cuen bow. 

Fat. Foure Hal, 1 told thee foure. 

Tom. 1, 1; he Aid foure. 

Fal. Thefe foure came all a front,& mainely thruft at met, 
Imade no more adoe, but tooke aft their feuen points in my 
Target, thus. 

Prin. Seuen’why there were but foure, euen now. 

Fat. In Buccorom. 

Pom. I, foure, in Buccorumfuites. 

Fal. Seuen,by thefe Hilrs,or 1 am a vitlaine elfe. 

Prm. Prethce let him alone,we fhall haue more anon, 
Falf, Doeft thou hcare me Hal. 

Prin. i and marks thee too, Jacke, 

Falf. 
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FaJtf. Do fo.for it is worth the hftmngto,thefe nine in B uc . 
krom,that 1 told thee ©f. 
prin. So, two more already. 

Falf. Their points being broken, 

Potnes. Downc fell his hofe. 

Fa /. Began to giue me ground, but I followed me clofe,^. 
in foot it hand,& with a thought, leuen of the elcuen 1 paj^ 
TmO monftrousleleuen bukrom men grown out of'two> 
Fal , But as the diucll wold haue it, three mif-begotte knau es 
in jKW<4grecen,came at my backe and let driue at me, tor it 
was fodarkc,#*/, that thou couldft not fee thy hand. * 

‘prirt. Thefelyes areltke the father that begets the, groffe 
as a moutain,opc palpable. Why thou clay braind guts, thou 
knotty-pated foole,thou horfon obfeene greaiie tallowcatch. ! 

iW,What 7 artthou mad. 7 art thou mad 7 is not the truth the 
truth » 

Prin, Why how couldft thou know thefe men in Fetid 

greene, when it was fodarke thou couldft not fee thy hand? s 

come tell vs your reafon, W hat faift thou to this f 
Potnes. Come your reafon Iacke,your reafon, 

Fal. What,vpon compulfioi.. 7 Zounds, and I were at the 
ftrappado,oral the racks i n the w orld, I would not tel you on 
compulfion. Giue you a reafon on compulfion ? if reafons 
were as plenty as blackberries, I would giue no man a reafon 
vpon compulfion, I. 

Prin. Uebcnolongerguiltieofthisfin Thisfanguineco- 
ward,thisbed-prcfter,thishorfe-back-breaker,this hugehill 
offlefli. , 6 



Fa/, Zbloud you ftaruling,you elfskin,you dried neats tong, 
bu!s-pizzell,you ftock-fifh: O forbreath tovtterwhatislike 
theejyou taylers yard,you (heath, you bow< afe,you vile (Ian* 
dingtucke. 

Pm.Wel,breath a while, and then to it agr»ine,& when thou 
haft tired thy fclfein bafecoparifons,hear mefpeak butthus. 
?oyn. Marke',/,*^. 

Prin, We two, (aw you foure, fet on foure & bound them,& 
were matters oftheir welth.- marke now how a plame tale dial 
putyoudowne ithendidwe f'O fet oo you (cure, and with a 

word 
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word, outfac’d you from your prize, & haue it, yea, & can (hew 
it you here in the houfe •• and ^/>/#,you earned your guts a- 
way as n imbly, with as quick dexterity , & roared for mercy, and 
ftill run and roare,as cuer I heard Bul-calfe. Whataflaueart thou 
to hack thy fword as thou haft done, & then fay it was m fight i 
what tricke ? whatdeuice? what ftarting hole canft thou now 
find out, to hide thee from this open andapparant (liame i 

petit. Come lets heare Jae\e, what tricke haft thou now i 

By the Lord* I knew yee as well as hee that nudeycc* 
Why heare you my maifters, was it formee, tokilltheHeire 
apparant ? (hould I turne vpon the true Prince i Why, thou 
knoweft I am as valiant as Hercules: but beware inftin<ft,the Li- 
on will not touch the true Prince, inftinft is a great matter, 
was a Coward on inftind, 1 (hall thinke the better of my felfe, 
and thee, during my life; I, for a v aliant Lion, and thou for a tru c 
Prince: but, by the L*.rd Lads, 1 am glad you hauethe money. 
Hoftelle clap to the door es, watch to night, pray tomorrow; 
Gallants, Lads.Boyes, Hearts of gold , all the title* of good 
fellowihip come to you. What, (hall we be merry ? (hall wee haue 
a Play extempore 7 

Prm. Content, and the argument (hall bee, thy running away. 

Pal, A, no more of that Hal, Si. thou loueft me. Enter Hofieffc. 

Hof, O Iefu, my Lord the Prince ! 

Prin, How now my Lady the Hojfejfe, what faift thou to me ? 

Hof Marry, my L. there is a N able man of the court, at doore 
would fpeake with you : he (ayes he comes (rom your father, 

prin. Giue him as much as will make him a Royall man , and 
feud him backe againe to my mother. 

Fal. What manner of man is he? 

Hof. An old man. 

Fal. What doth graurtic out of his Bed at midnight 2 Shall I 
giue him his anfwer l 

Prin. Pretheedoe/<«%. 

Fal. Fayth,and ile fend him packing. 

Prin. Now firs : birlady you fought fairc, fo did you Pete, Co 
did you Bardot ■ you are Lyons too, you ran away vpon inftind, 
you will not touch the true Prince, no fie. 

’Bar. Faith, 1 ran v\hen I faw others runne, 
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prhce. Faith , tell me now in earned, how came Ia/fiaiff a 

S ^ i0 Why? he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid he would 

( wmnhoutof tnoland but hee would make ycu beleeueit 
fweare truth out or ^ er £ w adctl vs to doethclike. 

%Y as done m ^ ^ no f eS with fpeare-grallc, to make 

them bleed e*, and then to beflubber our garments with «t, and 
fweare it was the blood oftrut imen. I did that I did not thisfe*. 
uen yeare before, 1 bluflit to heare bis monftre us deuifes. 

<Pn» O vitetine, thou doled a cup dfSackeeightecne yeeres 

aeo and werttaken with the manner, and euerlmcc thou bail 
bluflit extempore, thou 1 adli fire and (worn on thy fide, and yet 
SZlftZy : wl'.at inltaft h.ofl thou for,,! 

Bar. My Lot d, doe you lee thefe meteors? doe you behold 

thefe exhalations? 

Prin. I doe. 

Bar. What thjnke you they portend ? 

Trin Hot Liuers, and cold Purees. 

Bar. Choler,my Lord, if rightly taken. 

£nter Fatjlaljfe. 

Prin, No, if rightly taken, Halter. Here comes leane Iacke,hm 
SDmes bare-bone. How now my.fweete creature. of Bombaft, 
foow long is’t ago, lacks, fince thou fawefl thine owne Knee? 

Fal. Myowneltnee a when I was about thy yeares (iftQl 
was not an Eagles talent in the wad ; Icould haue crept into a- 
nyAldermasthumbe-ring: a plague offighing and griete, it 

blowes a man vp like a. bladder. T ker’s villanous newes abroad, 
here was fir John brabj from your Father ; you mud goe tothe 
Court in the morning. The fame mad fellow of the North Percy, 
and he ofWales, that gaue jimamon the Badinado, and made 
Lucifer cuckold, and ('wore t he 7W/ his true liegeman vpon 
the Crofle of a welch hocke ; whata plague call you him ? 

Poin, O Glendower. 

Fal- Owen, Owen, the fame, and his Sonne in law Mortimer, 
and old Northumberland, and thefprighly Scot of Scottes Z% 
^/4/f,Uiatrunncsahoife-backe vp a hill perpendicular. 

Prin. Heethat rides at. high Ipeed, and with a Pidoll killed 
Sparrow flying. . 
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Fair. You haue hit it. , ' 

fU PrL. Why what a rafeali art thou then, to praife him fo for 

rU S|. 8 Ahorfe-backe (yeeCuckoe) buton foote hee will not 
budgeafoote. 

S/7 T«a^ye, 'vj^'infth*^ •* well, hee is there too,and one 
Jfiksfmdl thoufand blew Ca ps more mrcefier is dolne 
away by night, thy fathers beard is turn’d white ^ith _ the newe,, 
you may buy Land now as cheape as ftinckmg Mackrcli. 

<Prm . Then t’is like, if there come a hot Sunne, and this ciuill 
buffeting hold , wee (hall buy Mayden-heads as they buy H 

m ^Fal. ^By ^h e M atlTe lad, thou faid true, it is like wee (hall haue 
good trading that way. But tdl me Hal, Art not thou tomblea- 
feard ? th u being Hcire apparent , could the world mcke : thee 
otic three fuch Enemies againe, as that fiend Bowglas, that (pint 
Percy, a.id that diuell Cjlcr, dower ? Art thou not horrible a ra 
doth not thy blood thrill at it? . _ „ 

prin. Not awhit yfaith ; Ilackc fome of thy inlfinCt. 

Falf. WelC thou wilt be horrible chidde to .morrow when 
thou commed to thy Fathers if thou aoe louemee, pradilean 

anfwere. „ , . 

prince. Do thou dand for my Father, and examine me vpon 

the particulars of my life. 

Fal , Shall 1? content : this Chaire flialbe my State,this Dag- 
ger my Scepter, and this Cuflun my Crownc. 

Prin. Tny Snte is taken ora ioynd doole,thy golden Scep- 
ter f or a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich Crowne/or apit- 
tifullbald Crowne. 

Falf. Well, and die fire o f Grace be not quite out of thee, 
now flialt thou be moued. Giuc mec a cuppcof Sacke to make 
mine eyes looke redde, that it may be thought l haue wepti 
Forlmudfpeake inpaflion, andlwilldoeitinKirtgC/tw^i/e/ 
vaine, 
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P rin. Wcll.heereismylegge. 

fa/. And heere is my fpeech .* ftand alide Nobilitie. 

Hoi O Iefu, this is excellent (port, y faith. 
fal Weepe not fweet Queene, for trickling teares are vainc, 
Ho ' O the father, how he holds his countenance / 
fal For Gods fake Lords, conucy my truttfullQyeenc: 
Forteares do flop the floud-gates ofher eies. 

Ho. O Iefu , heedoth it as likeoneot thcle harlotry Players, 

as euer 1 fee. , . , , , . 

Fal. Peace good Pint-pot,peace good tickle braine. 

Harry, I doe not onelymaruell where thou fpendeft thy time, 
but alfo how thou artaccompanycd : For though theCammo- 
mile, the more it is tioden, the fatter it growes ; yetyouth,the 
more it is wafted, the fooner it weares : thou art my fonne.I haue 
partly thy mothers word , partly my opinion; but chiefly, avil- 
lanous uicke of thine eye , and afoolitti hanging of thy neathet 
lip, that doth warrant me. If then thou be fonneto me,hcrelieth 
the poynt; why, bemgfonne to me, art thou fo pointed at ; ftiall 
the bleffed fonne of heauen proue a micher,and cate Blackeber- 
lies? aqueftionnottobeaskt. Shall thefonne of England proue 
athiefc,and take purfes? aqueftiontobeaskt. There is a thing, 
Harrt, whichthouhaft often heard of, and it is knowne to ma- 
ny in our Land, by the name of Pitch 5 this Pitch fas ancient wri- 
ters doe report)doth defile’fo doth thecompany thou keepeft; 
Tot Harry, now I doenotfpeake to thee in drinkc, but in tcares, 
cot in plcafute, but in paflion ; not in words onely, but in woes 
alfo: and yet there is avertuous man, whom I haue often noted 
in thy company, but I know not his name. 

Vrince. What manner of man, and it like your Maicftie? 
fal, A goodly portly man y faith, and a coipulcnt,of a cheer- 
ful! look, a pleafing eie, and amoft noble cariage,and as Ithink, 
his agefome fifty, orbirlady, inclining tothreefcore, and now 
I remember me,bis name is Falpffe: if th at man fliould be lewd- 
ly giuen,he deceiues me. For Harry, I fee vertue in his lookes; if 
then the tree may be knowne by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, 
then peremptorily I fpcake it , there is vertue in that Fapp 
him keepe with, the reft banifti I and tell me now, thou naughty 
vatietjtell me, where hall thou beenthis month? 

P rtnc*. 
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frince. Doft thou fpeakelike aKing ? doe thou ftand for me. 



9X1 v A l, L) pofeme,ifthoudoftithalfefograuely,fomaielhcal- 
, both in word and matter, hang me vp by the heclcs for a Rab- 
bet-fucker, or a Poulters hare. 
prince Well, heere 1 am fet. 

Faif And heere 1 ftand, iudge my maifters. 
p n w>e. Now Harry, whence come you ? 
falf. My noble Lord, from Eajlcheape, 

Prince. The complaints I heare of thee, are grieuous. 
falf, Zbloud my Lord, they are falfc : nay, 11c tickle yee for a 

prince. Sweareftthou,vngraciousboy?henceforth nerelook 
on me, thou art violently carried away from grace, there is a Di- 
uell haunts thee in the likenefle of a fat old man, a tunne of man 
is thy companion ; why doft thou conuerfe with that trunke of 
humors, that boulting-hutch of beaftlinelTe,that fwolncparceil 
of Dropfies,that hugebombard of Sacke,that ftufft Cloke-bag 
of guttes, that rolled Manning tree Oxe with the pudding in 
his belly , that reuerent Vice, that gray Iniquitie,that father Ruf- 
fian,that v anity in yearcs •• wherein' is he good,but to taftc Sacke 
and drinkc it / wherein ncate and deanly,buttocaruea Capon 
and eate it ? wherein cunning, but in Craft ? whereincraftie,but 
in Villanie? wherein villanous, but in all things ? wherein wor- 
thy, futin nothing? 

falf I would your Grace would take mce with you : whom 
meanes your Grace l 

Prince. That villanous abhominrble milleader of youth, FaU 
ftalffe, that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Fal. My Lord, the man 1 know. P rin. 1 know thou doll . 

Fal. But to fay, 1 know more harme in him then in my felfe, 
were to fay more then I know : that he is old ( the more the pit- 
tie)his white haircs do witnelfe it : but that he is (fauing your re- 
ucrence) a whore matter, that I vtterly deny : if Sacke and Sugar 
be a fault, God helpe the wicked : if to be old and merry be a 
finne , then many an old Hoft that I know , is damn’d : if to bee 
fatre,betobehated , then Pharaohs leanekine are to beloued* 
No, my good Lord,banilh Peto, banifh Bardol, banifti Pomes; but 
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for fwect Iacke Falfialffe, kind lacks Falfialffe, true Jacks Falfi a nr e 
valiant lacks Falfialffe, and therefore more valiant, being as h ce ' 
is old lacks Falfialffe, baniihnot him thy company, 

nidi not him thy Harries company $ baniih plumpe lacke , an( | 

banilh all the world. , 

<?rin. I doe, I will. Enter Bar doll rummg. 

Bar. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Shenefe, with a moil m 0n . 

ftrous Watch is at the dote, 

Fai. Out you rogue, play outthe Play : 1 haue much to fay 
inthcbehalfeofthat Falfialffe. 

Enter the Hofleffe. 

Hof . ; O Iefu, my Lord, my Lord ! 

Falf. Heigh, heigh, the diuell rides vpon a- Fiddle-flicke, 

what’s the matter? . , , . 

Hof. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the dore , they are 
come to fearch theHoufe, fhall I let them in l 
Falf. Do ft thou hpare Hal ? neuer call a true peece of Golds 
Counterfeit, thou art eftentially made,withoutfeemingio. 
Prince. And thou a naturall Coward, without inttindt. 

Falf. Ideny yourMaior j if y-uwill deny the Sherife, fo, if 
not, fet him enter. If I become not a Cart as wcl as another man, 
a plague on my bringingvp : I hope I fhall as foone be ftranglcd 

with a Halter as an other. 

Prince. Goe hide thee behindc the Arras, thereft walkevpa- 
' boue. Now my Matters, for a true Face and good Conlcrence. 

• Falf. Both which I haue had; but their date is out, and there 
fore lie hide me. 

Vrin. Call in the Sherife. 

Enter Sherife and the Carrier . 

Vrin. Now maifter Sherife, what is your willwith me? '■ 

S her. Fir ft, pardon me my Lord. A hue and cry hath followed 
certaincmen vntothis houfb. 

Vrince. What men? _ , ,< 

sher. One of them is well knowne,my gracious Lord, a grow 

fat man. 

f ar. As fat as Butter. 

Vrin. Theman,I do allure you is not hecre, 

For 1 my fclfe at this time haue employed him : , 
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And sherife, 1 will ingage my word to thee, 

That I will by to morrow dinner time, 

Send him to anfwere thee or any man, 

Fur any thing he fliall be charg’d withall, 

Andfo let me intrcatcyou leaucthe houfe. 

Sher. 1 will my Lord, there are two Gentlemen 
Haue in this robbery loft 3 00. markes. 

Prince. It may be fo : if he haue rob’d thefc men, 

He llialbe anfwerable : and fo farewell. 

Sher. Good night, my noble Lord, 
p rin. I thinke it is good morrow, is it not ? 

Sher. Indeed my Lord, Lthinke it be two a clocke. Exit. 
Vnnce . Thisoyly rafcallis knowneas wellas Poules.: gocali 

him forth. , , 

Peto. Falfialffe ? faftafleepe behindethe Arras, andfnorting 

likeahorfe. 

Vrin. Harkehow hard he fetches breath,fearch his pockets. 
He fearchethhis pockets , and fndethxertame papers. 

Vrince. What haft thou found ? 

Veto. Nothing but papers, my Lord, . 

Prmce. Lets fee what be they: reade them. 

Item a Capon h.s.ii.d. 

Item fawce *!!!*^* 

Item, Sacke, two gallons. v.s.viii.d. 

Item Anchouesand Sacke after Supper. ii.s.vi.d. 

Item bread. 00 • 

0 monftrous, but one halfe peniworth of bread to this intole- 
rabledeale.of Sacke: what there is elfe,kcepeclofe, week reade 
it at more advantage .-there let him fleep till day, lie to the court 
in the morning. We muff all to the warres,and thy place fhalbe 
honourable, lie procure this fat rogue a charge of foote, and I 
know his death will be a match of twelue fcore; the money fhall 
be payed backeagaine with aduantage: bewithmee betimes in 
the morning, and fo good morrow Veto. 

Veto. Good morrow, good my Lord. Exeunt. 

Enter Hotfpur, JVorcefier, Lord Mortimer, 

O wen Glendovtcr. 

Mor. Thefepromifesarefaire,thepartie#fure, 

Anti 
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And our indu&ion full ofprofperous hope. 

Hot. Lord Mortimer, and coofin glendower , wu you fit downe> 
. , a .... * nlaonp voon it. I haue foreor the 



Hot. Lord Mortmer.mu ,« ■» j uu m uowne> 

And vncle Worcefter, a plague vpon it, I haue forgot the Map, * 
Glen. No,heere it is; fit coofin Percy, fit good coofin Hot ft#. 
for by that name , as often as Lancafier dothfpeake of you , hi, 
cheeke lookes pale, andvvitharifmg figh heewifheth youi n 
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11 Ate." And you in Well, as oft as hcehearcs OwnQlen&m? 

fpokc oft ... 

Glen. I cannot blame him; at my natiuitie, 

The front of Heauen was full of firie fhapes, 

Of burning CrelTct* : and at my birth, • 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 

Shak’dlikeaCoward. ere 

Hot, Why fo it would haue done atthefameieafon, if your 
mothers Cat had but kitned, though your felfchadneuerbcene 

b °G&«, I fay, the Earth did fliakc when I was borne. 

Hot . And I fay, the Earth was not of my mmde, 

Ifyou fuppofe, as fearing you,it (hook e. 

Glen . The Heaucns were all on fire, the Earth did tremble. 
Hot. Oh, then the Earth fhooke to fee the Heaucns onfire, 

And not in feare of your Natiuitie: 

Difeafed Nature oftentimes breakes forth 
In ftrange eruptions, and the teeming Earth, 

Is with akindeof Collicke pincht and vext, 

By the imprifoningofvnruly Winde 
vv it bin her wombe* which for inlargement itnuingj 
Shakes the old Beldame Earth, and topics downe 
Steeples, and mofie-grownc Towers. At your Birth 
Our Grandam Earth, hauingthis di (temperature, 

In paflion fhooke. 

Cjlen. Coofin, of many men 
I doe not bcarethefecrofhngs t giue me leaue 
To tell you once againe, that at my Birth, 

The front of Heauen was full of fierie fhapes. 

The Goats ranne from the Mountames ; and the Hearns 
Were ftrange y clamorous to the frighted field $> 
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Thefefignes haue markt sne extraordiaarie. 

And all the courfes of my life doe (hew, 

I atn not in the roll of common men: 

Where is the liuing, dipt in with the Sea, 

That chides the Banks of England, Scotl*nd,nni Wales, 

Which cals me pupill,or hath read to me. 

And bring him out that is but Womans fbnne. 

Can trace me in tiie tedious wayes of e^/rt, 
e^nd hold me pace in deepe experiments. 

Hot. I thinke there’s no man fpeaks better fVelJh, 
lie to dinner. 

Mor. Peace coofen Percy, y ou will make him mad. 

glen. I can call Spirits from thevafty deepe. 

Hot. Why,focan 1, or fo can any man: 

But will they come, when you do call for them/ 

Glen. Why, I can teach thee coofen, to command theDiuel. 

Hot. And I can teach thee coofen to fhame the Diuell, 

By telling truth. Tell truth, and fliame the DiueU. 

If thou haue power to raife him, bring him hither, 
eAnd Ilebe fworne,I haue power to fiiamc him henae. 

Oh while you liue,tell truth, and fhame the Diuell. 

Mor. Conae,come no more of this vnprofitable chat* 

Glen. Threetimeshath Henry Btttlingbrooke made head 
e^gainftmy powec.thrice from the bankes of Wye, 

And Sandy bottom’d Setter ne haue I fent him 
Booties home, and weather-beaten backe. 

Hot. Home without Bootes,and in foule weather too/ 
How fcapes he agues in the diuds name? 

Glen. Come,here istheMap,fliallwediuideourright, 
According to our threefold order tane? 

Mor. The & Arch-deacon hath deuided it 
Into threelimits, very equally; 

England ftomTrent, and Setter ne hitherto. 

By South and Eaft, is to my part affignde. 

All Weftwai'd W*i>/beyond the Sett erne (hole*, 

And all the fertile land within that bound 
To Owen Glendower : and dcare coofe, to you 
1 he remnant N orthward, lying off from Trent, 
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a^nd our indentures tripartite are drawne 
Which beingfealed interchangeably, 

(e^bufincs that this night may execute.-; 

T o morrow coofen Eercy you and 1 
«^nd my good Lord of fVorcefier will let lorth-. 

To meet your father and the Scottifh power. 

As is appointed vs at Shrewsbury. 

My father G/endower is not ready yet. 

Nor lliallweneed his helpc thefefoureteene daies 5 
Within that fpacc>you may haue drawne together 
Your tenants, friends and neighbouring Gentlemen; 

Glen. A fhorter time (hall fend me to you Lords, 

And in my condudl (hall your Ladies come* 

From whome you now mu ft fteale andtakenolcaue. 

For there will be a world ofwater (hed, 

Vponthe parting ofyourwiues and you. 

Hot. Me thinks my raoity North from Burton heere 
In quantity equals not one ofyours ? 

See, how this riuer comes me cranking in, 
jind cuts me from the beftof all my land, 
ji huge halfe Moone,a monftrous fcantle out .- 
lie haue the currant in this place damnd vp, 

Afnd here the fmug and bluer Trent (hall run, 

In a newchannell, faire and eucnly, 

It (hall not wind with fucha deepe indent 
To rob meoffo richabottome here. 

Glen. Notwind? it (hall,it muft,you fee it doth. 

Mor. Yea,butmarkehow he beares his courfe,& runsme 

vp,withlikeaduantageontheotherf3de,geldingtheoppoied 

continent's rouch.asonthe other fide it takes from you. 

VPor. Yea,butalittlcchargewilltrench him here, 

And on this North(ide,win this cape of land 
And then he runs ftraight and eucn. _ 

Hot. lie haue it fo.a little charge will do it, 

Glen, llencs-haueitalcred. 

Hot. Will not you? 

Glen. No, nor you (hall not. 

Hot. Wholhallfay menay? ^ 
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Glen. Why, that will I. 

Hot, Let me not vnderftand you then, (peak it in Welfb 
Glen , 1 can fpeake Snglijh Lord, as well as you, 

For 1 was traindvp in the Enghjh Court, 

Where,bcing but yong,I framed to the Harpe 
Many an EngHJh dittie,louely well. 

And gaue tiie tongue a helpefull ornament: 

Avertue that was neuerfeenein you. 

Hot. Marry,and I am glad of it with all my heart, 

I had rather be a kitten and cry mew. 

Then one of thefe fame miter ballet-mongers: 

I had rather heare a brafen canllicke turnd. 

Or a dry wheele grate on the axele-tree. 

And that would fet my teeth nothing an edge, 

Nothing Co muckas minfing Poetry ? 

T’is like the forc’t gate of a (huffling nag. 

Glen. Comeyou (hall haue Trent turnd. 

Hot. 1 doe not care.Ue giue thrice fo much land 
T o any well deferuing friend : 

But in the way ofbargaine, marke ye me? 
llecauillonthc ninth part of ahaire. 

Are the indentures drawne? (hall we begone? 

Glen. The Moone (hines faire > you may away by night 
lie haft the writer, and withal!, 

Breake with your wiues,ofyour departure hence, 

I am afraid my daughter will run mad. 

So much (he dotetli on her Mortimer , Exit, 

Mor. Fie, cofen Percy, how you erode my father. 

Hot. I cannot chufe,fometime heangers me 
With telling meof the Moldwarp and the Ant, 

Of the dreamer Merlin, and his Prophecies: 

And, of a dragon and afinleftefifti, 

Aclip-wingd Griffin,and a moulten Raucn, 

A couching Lion, and a ramping Cat, 

Aud fuch a deale of Skimble skamble ftuffc, 

As puts me from my faith. I tell you what. 

He held me laft night,at lead, nine houres. 

In reckoning vp thcfeuerall diuels names, 

F a 
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T hat were his Lackics : I cried hum, and well, go to, 

But markthim notaword;0,heisastedious 
Asa tyred Horfe, a rayling Wife, 

Worfe then a fmokie Houfe, I had rather liue 
With Cheefc and Garlike in a Windmill farre. 

Then feed on cates,and haue him talke to me, 

In any Summer-houfe in Chriltendome. 

Mor. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman, 

Exceeding well read and profited 
In ftrange concealemcnts,valianras a Lion, 

And wondrous arable, and as bountiful]' 

As Mines of India: (hall 1 tell you,Coofen, 

He holds your temper in a high refpedt, 

And curbs himfelfe,euen of his naturall fcope. 

When you come crolfe his humor/aith he does : 

I warrant you, that man is not aliue. 

Might fo haue tempted him, as you haue done, 

Without the tall ofdanger and reproofe.* 

But doe not vfeit oft, let me intreat you. 

Wor. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfull blame, 

.^nd finceyour comming hither,haue done enough 
To put him quite befides his patience.’ 

You rouft needs learne,Lord, to amend this fault. 
Though fometimes it (hewgreatnelle, courage, blood, 
Andth ats the deareft grace it renders you : 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefent harflmge, 

Defeft ofmanners,want of gouernement, 

Pride, hautinelTe,opinion, and difdaine; 

The lead of which haunting a Nobleman, 

Lofeth mens hearts, and leaues behind a ftaine 
Vpon thebeautieofall parts befides-. 

Beguiling them ofcommendation. 

Hot. Well,! am (ehoold,Good-noanners be your (peed,. 
Heere come our wiues,and let vs take our leaues. 

Enter Cjiendoyrer-, with the Ladies. 
c_ Mor. This is the deadly (pight that angersme. 

My Wife can fpeake no Enghfhy I no Weljh. 

§kit. My Daughter w*epes,fheele not part with you, 
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Sheelebeafouldier too, (hecle to the warres, 

Mor. Good father tell her, that ihe,and my Aunt Percy, 
Shall follow in your conduct fpeedily. 

Glen dower {peaces to her in weljh, and {he anfwrres 

him in the fame* 

glen . She is defperat heere, 

Apeeuilh felfe-wil’d harlotry, one that no perfwalion can doe 
good vpon. 

The Lady fpeake s in Weljh. 

Mor. I vnderftand thy lookes,that pretty welfli, 

Which thou powreft downe from thefefwelling heauens, 

I am too perfed in,and but for (hame 
Infuch a-pailey ihould I anfwerethec. 

The Lady againe in Weljh. 

UMor. I vnderftand thy killes,and thou mine, 

Andthatsa feeling deputation : 

But I will neuer be a truant loue, 

TillI haue learn’d thy language, for thy tongue 

Makes Weljh as fweets as ditties highly pend, - 

Sung by a faire Quecne in a Summers bowre. 

With rauifhing diuiiion to her lute. 

Glen. Nay,if thou mek,then will (he runne mad. 

The Lady jpeakes againe in Weljh. 

Mor. 0,1 am ingnorance it felfe in this. 

Glen. She bids you on the wanton rufheslay you downe. 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap, 

And (he will fing the fong that plsafeth you, 

And on your eyelids crowne the God of llcepe. 

Charming your bloud with pleafing heauinclle. 

Making fuch difference betwixt wake and fleepc , 

As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The houre before the heauenly harueft teeme 
Begins his golden progrell'c in theEaft. 

Mor. With all my heart lie fit and heareherfing, 

Ey that time will our bookel thinke be drawne. 

Glen. Do fo,and thofe Mufitions that (hall play to you, 
Hang in theayre athoufand Leagues from thence. 

And ftraightthey (hall be here, fit and attent. 

F 1 Hot. 
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Hot, Come Kate.t hou art perfeft in lying downe. 

Come, quicke,quicke, that I may lay my head in thy lap, 

La. Go, ye giddy goofe. 

TheLMtipckeflayes. 

Hot, Now I perceiue the diuell vndcrftands Weljh. 
Andt’is no maruell he is fo humorous, 

Birlady he is a good mufition. 

Lady. Then would you be nothingbut muficall. 

For you are altogether gouerned by humors: 

Tie ftillye thiefe,and heare the Lady flngin fVelJb. 

Hot, 1 had rather heare Lady, my breech howle in lrifi. 

La. Would’ ft haue thy head broken.? 

Hot, No. * 

La, Then be (till. 

Hot . Neither, t’is a womans fault. 

La. NowGodhelpethee. 

Hot, To the mjh Ladies bed. 

La, What’s that.? 

Hot, Peace, lbefings. 

He ere the Lady pngs a weljb fong . 

Hot, Come, He haue your longtoo. 

La, Not mine in goodfooth. 

Hot , Not yours in good footh’Hart you fweare like a com- 
fitmakerswife,not you in goodfooth, &astrueaslliue,and 
as God rti all mend me, and as fure as day.* 
ftxfnd giueft fuch farcenetfurety for thy otbes. 

As ifthou neuer walkft further then Finsbury .* 

Swcare me Kate, like a Ladic as thou art, 

A good mouth fillingoath,andleaueinfooth. 

And fuch proteft of pepper ginger-bread. 

To veluetgards,and Sunday-Cittizens, 

Come,fing. 

La. Iwillnotfing. 

Hot, T is the next way to turne tayler,or be red-breft teacher 
and the indentures bedrawne,jle away within thefe a .hours, 
and fo come in when ye will. Exit, 

Glen. Come,come,Lord LMortimerjyQn are flow, 

As Hot Lord Percy is on fire to goe, 
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JJy this our Booke is drawne,weele but feale, 
jnd then to horfe immediately, 

fttor. With all my heart. Exeunt. 

Enter the Ktng.Vrtnce of Wales , and other . 

King. Lords, giue vs leaue,the Prince of Wales, and I, 
jMuft haue fome priuate conference, but beneere at hand. 
For we (hall prefently haue need ofyou. Exeunt Lords , 

I know not whether God will haue it fo. 

For fome difpleafingferu'ice I haue done. 

That in his fecret doome, outof my blood, 

-Hec’le breed reuengement and a fcourge for me: _ 

But thou doft in the palTages of life. 

Make me beleeue.that thou art onely market 
For the hot vengeance, and the rod of Heauen, 

Topunifli my rhiftreadings. Tcllmeelfa 
Coyld fuch inordinate and low defircs. 

Such poore, fuch bare,fuch lewd, fuch meane attempts, 
Such barren pleafures,rudefocietie. 

As thou art matcht withall,and grafted to. 

Accompany the greatnes of thy blood, 

^nd hold their leuell with thy Princely heart? * 

Pm. SopieafcyourMaieftie,I would 1 could 
Quit all offences with as cleareexcufe, 

.As well as I am doubtlelfe I can purge 
Myfelfe of many I am charg’d withall: 

Y et fuch extenuation let me beg, 

As in reproofe of many tales deuifde, 

Which oft the eare of greatnes needs mud heare 
By fmilingPick-thankes,and bafe newes-mongers, 

I may for fome things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wandred,and irregular. 

Find pardon on my true fubmiffion. 

King, God pardon thee, yet let me wonder H*rry 9 . 

At thy affeftionsywhich doe hold a wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy anceftors;- 
Thy place in Counfell thou haft rudely loft, 

Which by thy yonger Brother is fuppliuej 
And art almoft an alien to the hearts 
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Of ail the Court and Princes of my bloud. 

The hope and expedtaion of thy time, 

Is ruin’d, and the foule of euery man 
Prophetically do fore-thmke thy fall.* 

Haa Iio laun'li of my prefence beene, 

Socommon hackneid in the eiesofmen, 

So flak mu cheap to vulgar company, 

Opinion that did helpe me to the Crowne 
Had fill] kept loyall to poifelfion. 

And left me in reputeles baniiliment, 

A fellow of no marke nor likelihood. 

By being fcldome feene,l could not ftir 
But like a Comet 1 was wondred at. 

That men would tell their Children, This is he.* 
Others would fay, where, which h’BuUingbrotks : 
And then 1 dole all curtefie from heauen, 

And dreft my felfe in fuch humilitie. 

That I did plucke allegiance from mens hartsi 
Loud fhoutes and falutations from their mocthes 
Euen in the prefence ofthe crowned King. 

Thus I did keepe my perfori freih and new, 

My prefence like a robe pontificall, 
Ne’rcfeene,but wondred at, and fo my flare 
Scldome,but fumptuous, ihewed like a feaft 
And wan by rarenes fuch folemnity. 

The skipping king, he ambled vp and downe. 
With fhallow iefters,and ralh bauin wits, 

Soone kindled, and foone burnt, carded his date. 
Mingled his royalty with Carping foolesj 
Had his great name prophaned with their fcorncs, 
And gauehis countenance againft his name. 

To laugh at gybing Boyes.and Hand the pufb 
Qfeuery beardles vainecomparatiue 
Grew a compan ion to the common ftrects, 
Enforc’t himfelfe to popularity, 

That being daily fwallowed by mens eyes. 

They furfetted with hony, and began to loath 
The tad ©ffwetncs, whereof a little. 
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More then a little, is by much too much* 

So when he had occafion to be feene, 

. He was, but as the Cuckow is in Iune, 

Heard, not regarded : feene but with fuch eyes 
As ficke and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordinariegaze* 

“Such as is bent on fun-like Maiefty, 

When it Ihines fcldooiein admiring eyes. 

But rather drowzd,and hung their eye-lids doWne 
Slept in his face, and rendredfuch alped 
As cloudy men vfe to doe to their aduerlaries. 
Being with his prefence, glutted, gorgde, and full. 
And in that very line, Harry (landed thou. 

For, thou hall loft thy Princely priuiledge, 
with vile participation, Not an eye 
But is a weary ofthy common fight, 

Saue mine, which hath defired to fee thee more. 
Which now doth that I woiild not haue it done. 
Make blind it felfe with foolifh tenderneffe. 

Trin. I (hall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord 
Be more my felfe. King* For all the world 
As thou art to this howre, was Richard then. 

When I from France fet foot at Rauenfpptrgh, 

And euen as I was then, is Percy now: 

Now by my feepter and my foule to boote. 

He hath more worthy intereft to the (late, 

Th,en thou, the lhadow offucceflion, 

For of no right nor colour like to right. 

He doth fill fieldes with Hames in the Realme, 
Turns head againft the Lyons armed Iawes, 

And being no more indebt to y eares, then thou 
Leadft ancient Lords, and reuerent Bilhops on. 

To bloody battels, and to brufing armes, 
Whatneuer dying honorhath he got, 

Againft renowued ‘Dowglas? yvhofc high deedes, 
Whofe hot incurfions and great name in Armes, 
Holds from all Souldiers chiefc majority. 

And military ti tle capitall, t 
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Through all the kingdomes that acknowledge Chriff 9 
Thrice hath the Hotfpur Mars in iwathing clothes. 
This infant warriour, in his esterprifes, 

Difcomfited great Dcwglas, tane him once. 

Enlarged him,and made a- friend of him.. 

To fill the month of deepe defiance vp, 

And (hake the peace and lafety ©four throne. 

And whatfay you to this } Tercy Northumberland, 
The Archbifliops Grace of Yorke, DewgJas, Mortimer . , 
Capitulate againft vs, and are vp. 

But, wherefore do I tell thefe newes to thee ? 

Why, Harry do I tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my necr ft and deereft enemy ? 

T hat thou art like enough through vallall feare. 

Bale inclination, and the ftart of fpleene. 

To fight againft me vnder Percycsp&y, 

To dog his heeles,and curtfie at his frownes, 

To fiiew how much thou art degenerate, 

7m. Doe not thinkefo, you fhall not findc it fo, . 
And God forgiuc them, that fo much haue fvvayde*- 
Your Maieftiesgood thoughts away from me,* 

Twill redeeme all this on Pereyeshc ad ; 

And in t he clofing of fome glorious day 
Be bould to tell yeu that I am yourfonne. 

When 1 will wearea garment all of bloud, 

And ftaine my fauours in a bloudy maske, 

Which wafht away, lliall Icoure my fliame with it, 

And that lliall be the day, when ere it lights 
That this fame child of honour and renowne. 

This gallant Hotjpur, this alhprayled knight. 

And your vnthought of Harry chance to meet, 

Bor euery honor fittmgon his helme. 

Would they weremultitudcs, and one my head , 

My fliame redoubled, For-thctimewillcome 
Thatlfliall make this Northeme youth exchange 
Hisg orious deedes for my indignities, 

Percy is but my Faftoi;, good my Lord 
To cngrolle my, glorious deeds on my behalfe, 



Henry the Fourth'. 

And Iwill call him to fo ft rift account. 

That he (hall render euery glory vp, 

Y ea, euen the flighteft worlhip of his time. 

Or I will teare the reckoning from his heart. 

This in the name of God I promife here, 

Thewhich ifhc bepleafd I fliall performc 
I do befeech your Maieftie may falue, 

The long growne woundes of my intemperance ; 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands. 

And I will die an hundred thoufands deaths, 

Ere breake the fmallcft parcell of this vow. 

King. A hundred thoufand rebels die in this. 

Thou fhalt haue charge, and foueraine truft herein* 

How now good Blunt ? thy lookes are full ofipeed. 

Enter Blunt, 

Blunt. So hath thebuifines that I come toipcakeof. 

Lord c JMort ’mer of Scotland hath fent ward, 

That Dowglat znd the Englijh rebels met. 

The cleoenth of this moncth^tShrervsburie: 

A mighty and a fearefull head they are, 

(Ifpromifes be kept on euery hand) 

As euer offered fouleplay in a flatc. 

Kmg. TheEarle of tVeftmerland fet fourth to day. 

With him my foone Lord Iohn of Lane after. 

For this aduertifement is fine dayes old, 

On wednefday nexj Harry xhoo (halt fet forward : 

On Thurfday, we our felues will march. Our meeting 
Is Bridgenorih , and Harry you (hall march 
Throug Gtoeefter-fhire t by which account 
Our buifines valued fome t-vclue dayes hence 
Our general! forces at Brtdgenorth fhall meete. 

Our hands are fuil of buinnes, let’s away, 

Aduantagc feedes him fat, while men delay. Exeunt 

Enter Faltta/fe and BardoH, 

Fal. Bar doll, am I not fallen away vilely fince this laftaftion* 
duel not bate? doe I not dwindle? why my skin hangs about 
me like an old Lacies looiego wne- I am withered like an olde 
apple John. Well, lie repented that iodainely, whilel am m 

G » fome 
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feme liking) I frail be out ofheart fhortly,& then I frail haue no 
ftrength to repent. And 1 haue not forgotten what the infide 0 f 
a Church is made of) I am a Pepper come, a brewers horfc, the 
inhdeof a Church. Company, villanous company hath becne 
thelpoyleofme. 

Bar. Sir John , you are fo fretfulLyou cannot liuelong. 
jPal. Why there is it; come, fing me a bawdy Song, make me 
merry; I was as vertuoully giuen, as a Gentleman need to bee, 
vertuous ; enough, fwore little*, dic'd not abouefeauentimesa 
wceke , went to Bawdy houfe notaboue once in a quarter of an 
houre , paide money that I borrowed there or fourc times, liued 
well, and in good eoropalfe ; anajiowlliueoutof allorder, out 
of compalfe. . 

Bar. Why, you are fo fatte, Sir John, that you muff needcs be 
out of all compalfe: out of all reafonable compaife, Sir John, 

Fal. Doc thou amend thy face,& lie amend my life thou art 
our Admirall, thou beared the Lanternein the Poope, but t’ism 
the Nofe of thee,thou art theK ingof thcburninglampe. 

Bar. Why Sir John, my face does you no harme. 

Fal. No, lie be fworne, 1 make as good vfe of it, . as many a 
man doth of a Deaths head, ora momenta mori. I neucrfeethy 
face but Ithinke vpon hell fire, and Diues that liued inPurplej 
for there he is in his Robes burning, burning, Ifthouwertany 
way giue to venue, I would fweare by thy face ; my oath fbould 
be, By this fireyhatsGods jJngehbut thou art altogether giueouer; . 
and wert indeede, but for the light in thy face, the Sunnc ofvt- 
ter darkenefle. VVhenthourundvp Gads-hill inthcnight,to 
catch roy Horfe,ifI did not thinke that thou hadft been an Ignis 
f At, nus, or a bal of wild-fire there’s no purchafe in Money. O thou 
art aperpetuallTryumph,and eucrlafting Bone-fire-light, thou 
had fauedme athoufand Markes in Linkes and Torches,walk. 
ingwith thee in thenight betwixt Tauerne & Tauerne ; But the 
Sackethat thou had drunkc me,would haue bought me Lights 
as good cheapens the deared Chandlers in Surepe. I haue main- 
tained that Salamander iafyours,with fire, any time this two and 
thirtieyeares God reward meforit. 

Bar. Z\ oud, I would my face were in your belly. 

Fal. Godamercy,fo frculdl before to be heart- burnd. 

How 
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How now, dame Tartlet the Hen, haue you enquired 
vet who pickt my Pocket ? Enter hojl. 

Hoft- Why Sir John, what do you thinke, Sir John? do you think 
1 keepechecues in my houfe, I haue fearcht, I haue enquired, lo 
haz my husband, man by man, boy by boy, feruantby feraant : 
the tight of a haire was neucr lod in my houfe before. 

Fal. Ye lie Hottelfe, Bardol was fraud, and lod many a haire % 
and He be fworne my Pocket was pickt : goe to, you are a wo- 

man, goe. 

HoJ. Who I. ? I defie thee .• Gods light , I was neuer cald fo in 
mine owne houfe before* 

Fal. Goe to, I know you well enough. 

Hof. No, Sir Iohtt, you doe not know me, Sir Iohn ; I know you 
Sir John, you owe me money Sir John, & now you picke a quar- 
rell to beguile me of it; I bought you a dozen of Shirt es to your 
backe. 

Fal. Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue giuen them away to Bakers 
wiues, they haue made Boulters of them. 

Hof Now as I am a true woman, Holland of viij.s. an ell ; you 
owemoneyheerebefides, Sir Iohn, for your diet, and by drink- 
ings, and mony lent you, xxiiij. pound. 

Fal. He had his part of it, let him pay. 

Hof. He? alas he is poorc,hc hath nothing. 

Fal, How $ poore ? looke vpon his face ; What callyou rich ! 
let them coiae his Nofe, let them coine his chcekes, lie not pay 
adenyer : what, willyou make a younker of me f frail I not take 
mine eafe in mine Innc, but 1 frail haue my pocket pickt ? I haue 
lod afeale Ring of my Grandfathers worth fortie marke. 

Hof O Iefij, 1 haue heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Fal. How? the Prince is a lacke, a fneak-cup ; Zbloud andfecc 
were here, I would cudgel him like a Dog, if he would fay fo. 

Enter the Prince marching, and Falftaljfe meets him 
Play ing on his T. rmehion like a Fife. 

Fal. How now Lad, is the wind in thatdooreyfaith. 

Mud we all march i > 

Bar. Yea, two and two ; Newgate fafiaicn. 

Hof My Lord, I pray you hearc me. 



' 






Priui 



IN, 1622 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G e.l6) OdaVO 




TbeBiftorieqf 

Prin. What faift thou, Miftris quickly ?how dow thy husband? 
! loue him well, he is an honeft man. 

Hofi , Good my Lord heare me. 

iW.Pretheelct her alone and lift to me. 

Prin, What faift thou lack? ! 

Pal. The other night I fell a flecpe here behind, the Arras, & 
had my pocket pickc, thishoufe is turnde bawdy-houfc , they 
pickepockers. 

Prin. what didft thou loofe, lackt l 

Fa If, Wilt thou beleeuc may Hal l three or foure bonds of for- 
ty pounds a peece, and a feale Ring of my grandfathers. 

Prin, A trifle, fome eight penny matter, 

Hofi , Sol told him my Lord, and I Laid, I heard your Grace 
fay fo : and my Lord he fpcakes moft vilely ofyou, likcafoule 

mouth’d man, as he is, and Laid, he would cudgellyou, 

Prin, What he did not ? 

Hofi . Ther’s neither faith, truth, nor womanhood in meelfe. 

Fat. There’s no more faith in thee, then a ftued Prune ; nor no 
more truth in thee, then in a drawneFox: and for Womanhood, 
Mayd-marian may be theDeputies wife of the ward to thee.Goe 
you thing, goe. 

Hofi. Say, what thing, what thing? 

Fal. Whatthing i why, athingtothatikeGodon. 

Hofi. I am no thing to thanke God on, I would thou fliouldll 
know it ? I am an honeft mans wife, and fettingthy Kmght-h®od 
afide, thou art a knaue to call me fo. 

Fal. Setting thy Woman-hood afide, thou art a beaft, tofay 
ctherwife. 

Hofi.Say, what beaft, thou knaue thou? 

Fal. What beaft? why an Otter. 

Prin. An Otter , Sir lohn ? why an Otter ? 

Fal, Why? fliee’s neither fifli nor flefti j amanknowesnot 
where to haue her. 

Hofi. Thou art an vniuft man in faying fo 5 thou, or any man 
knowes where to haue me, thou knaue tbhu. 

Prin. Thou lay ft true Hofiejfe, and hee (launders thee moft 
grofely. 

Hofi, So hee doth you, my Lord, and faid this other day, 

You 
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You ought him a thoufand pound* 

Pm, Sam, doe I oweyou a thoufand pound? 

Fal» A thoufand poud Hal ? a Million j thy loue is worth a 
Million ; thou oweft me thy loue. 

Hofi. Nay, my Lord, hee called you lack?, and faid hee would 
cudggell you. 

Fal. Did I, Bar doll? 

Bar. Indeed, Sir lohn, you faid fo. 

Fal. Yea, if he faid my Ring was Copper. 

Pr/».Ifay tis Copper : darft thou be as good as thy word now ) 

Fal. Why Hal i thouknowft, as thou art but a man, I dare, 
but as thou art Prince, I feare thee, as I feare the roaring of the 
Lyons whelpe. 

Prin. And why not as the Lyon ? 

Fal. The King himfelfe, istebcicaredasthcLyon: doeft 
thou thinkc He feare thee,as I feare thy Father ? nay, and I doe, I 
pray God my Girdlebreake* 

Prin. O, if it ihould, how would thy guts fall about thy knees ? 
But farra, there’s no reome for Faith,T ruth, nor Honefty,in this 
bofome of thine ; it is all hide vp with Gurtes, andMidriffe: 
Charge an honeft woman with picking thy pocket ? Why thou 
horefon impudent imboft rafcaii, iftherewere any thing in thy 
pocket, but tauernc reckonings, memoranAoms of Bawdy hou- 
ses, and one poore peniworth of i'ugar-candie to make thee 
long-winded : if thy pocket were inrich t with any other iniunes 
butthefc.Iamavillaine; and yet you will ftand to it, youwill 
not pocket vp wrong: art thou not alhamcd ? 

Fal. Doeft thou heare Hal ? thou knoweft in the ftate of inno- 
cencie, Adam fell : & what flaould poore lack? Falfialffe do in the 
daies of villany ? thou feeft,I haue moreflefh then another man, 
& therefore more frailty you confeife then you pickt my pocket* 

Prin. It appeares fo by the ftory. 

Fal. Hofiejfe, I forgiue thee ; goe make ready breakfaft , loue 
thy Husband, looketotfiy Seruants,chcriftithyGheftes* thou 
ihalt find me tradable to any honeft reafon : thou feeftlam 
pacified ftill ; nay, I prethee be gone. Exit Hofiejfe. 

Now Hal, to the newes at Court for the robbery, Ud? howis 
that anfwcred? 

Prin, 
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Brin. O my fweet bcefe>l mu ft ft ill be good An gel l to tliee } the 
mony is paid backe againe. 

Fal. O, I doe not like that paying backe, tis a double labour, 
Pn». I am good friends with my father, and may do any thing, 
Fal, Rob me the Exchequer thefirft thing thou doeft»and a» 
ipyith vnvvalht hands too. 

'Bar. Do my Lord. 

prin. 1 hacic Procured thee charge of foot, 

Fal. I would it hadbeene of hotfe. Where (hall I find one that 
can fteale well ? O for afinctheefe of theageofxxii.or there*, 
bout: lam hainoufty vnprouided. Well, God bee thanked for 
thefe rebels, they offend none but the vertuous, I laud them, 1 
prayfe them, Prince, Bardoll, Bar . My Lord. 

Prin. Goe bearc this letter to Lord Iohn of Lancajler t 
To my brother lohn : this to ray Lord of IVefimer lands. 

Go, Peto, to horfe for thou and I 

Haue thirty miles yet to ride ere dinner time : 

lacks meete me to morrow in the T emplehall. 

At two a clocke in the afternoone, 

There (halt thou know thy charge, and their recciue 
Mony and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy (lands on high. 

And either they or we muft lower lie. 

Fal. Rare words j braue world, Hoftes, ipy breakefaft come. 
Oh, I could wifh this Tauerne were my drum, Exrnu 

Enter Hot/pur, ft'orcefter and Dcwglas. 

Hot , Well faid, my noble Scot, if fpeakingtruth 
In this fine age were not through flattery. 

Such attribution fhouldthe Doveglas haue, 

As not a Souldier of this (eafons llampe. 

Should go fo generallcurrantthroughtheworld? 

By God I cannot flatter, I defie 

The tongues of Toothers, but a brauer place 

In my hearts louehath no man then your fdfe* 

Nay taske me to my word ,approue me Lord. 

Dove, Thou art the king of honour. 

No man fo potent .breathes vpon the ground, 

But I will beard him. Enter onertith Utters. 

- Htu 
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Hot . Do fo, and t’is well: what letters haue you there, I 
but thanke you. 

Meff. Thefe letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? why comes he not himfelfe f 
Mejf. He cannot come, my Lord, he is grieuousiicke. 

Hot , Zounds, how haz he the leifure to be fickc 
Infuch aiuftling time/ wholeades his power J 
Vnder whofe gouernement come they along l 
Meff. His letters beares his mind, not I his mind. 
ff'or. I prethee tell me, doth he keepe his bed ? 

Mcjf, He did, my Lord, foure dayes ere I fet f<jrth. 

And at the time of my d eparttsre thence. 

He was much fcard by his Philition. 

tTor. I would the date of time had firft bin whole. 

Ere he by'ficknelTe had bin vilited .• 

His health was neuer better worth then now. 

Hot, Sickc now, droope now, this fickncfle doth infed 
The very lifc-bloud of our euterprife, 

T’is catching hither, eucn to our campe : 

He writes me here, that inward ficknelle. 

And that his friends by deputation 

Could not fo foone be drawne, nor did he thinke it mcctc, 

To Jay fo dangerous and deare a truft 
Oh any foule reraoud, but on his owne, 

Yet doth he giue vs bold aduerdfement, 

That with our fmall coniundion, we fliould on, 

Tofec how fortuneis difp&s’d t5 vs : 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

Becaufe the ICingis certainely polled 
Of all our purpofes : what fay you to it l 
ff'or. Your fathers lickneffe is a maime to vs. 

Hot. A perilous gafh, a very limme lopt off, 

And yet, in faith, it is not his prefent-want 
Seemes more then we fhallfind it. Were it good. 

To fet the exad wealth of all our dates, 

Allat one call ? to (etfo rich a maine, 

O u the nice hazzard of one doubtfull houre- 
It were not good, for therein fliould we read 
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The very bottome and the foule of Hope, 

Tne very lift, the very vtmoft bound. 

Or all our Fortune*. 

Dowo. Fay th, and fo we ftiould, 

Where now remaines afweete reuerhon # . 

We may boldly fpend vpon the hope of what t is to come -.in* 
A comfort of rstircment liues in this. 

Hot. A randeuous, a home to fly vnto. 

If that the Diuell and Mifchance looke big 
V pon the maydenhead of our affaires. 

Wer. But yet J would your Father had been hecrc . 

The qualitie and heire of our attempt 
Brookes no diuifion, it will bethought 
By fome.that know not why he is away. 

That wifedome, loyalty, and mcere diflike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earlefrom hence. 

And think c, how fuch an apprehenfion 
May turne the tide offearefull faction , 

And breed a kind of queftion in our caufe; 

For, well you know, we of the o firing fide, . 

Muft keepc aloofe from ftrid arbiterment, • 

And flop all fight-hole* , eueryloope, from whence. 

The ey cof reafon may prie-iri vpon vs : 

This abfence of your Father drawes a curtaine, 

' That fhewes the ignorant, a kind offeare 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot « You ftraine too farre. 

I rather of his abfence make this vfe, 

It lends a luftre and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to your greate enterprise. 

Then if the Earle were heere ; for menmuft thinke. 

If wc without his helpe, can make a head* 

To pufh againft the Kingdome, with his helpe. 

We fliall, or turne it topfie turuy downe : 

Yet all goes well, yet all our ioy nts are whole. 

D owg. As heart can thinke, there is not fuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland , as this deame of feare. 

Enter Sir S.ic}h Vernon. 

. 
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Hot. My coofen Vernon, welcome by my foule. 

Ver. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, Lord. , 
The Earle of Wefimerland, fcauen thoufand ftrong? 

Is marching hitherwards, with Prince lohn. 

Hot. No harme, what more ? 

Ver. And further, Ihaue iearnd, 

The K ing bimfelfein perfon hath fet forth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpcedily. 

With ftrong and mighty preparation. 

Hot. He fliall be welcome too $ Where is his Sonne? 

The nimble-footed madcap, Prince of Wales. 

And his Cumrades, that daft the world afide, 
AndbiditpafleJ 
Ver. All furniftit . ? all in Armes j 
All plumpe like Eltriges, that with the windc 

Bayted like Eagles, hauing lately bath’d, • ^ 

Glittring in golden Coates like Images, 

As full of fpirit as the moneth of May, 

And gorgious as the Sunne at Midfomer 5 
Wanton as youthfull Goates,wild as youngBuls J 
Ifaw young Harry with hisBeuer on. 

His Cufhes on his thighes, gallantly armde, 

> Rife from the ground like feathered c JWercstrj t 
And vaulted with fuch eafe into his leate. 

As if an Angell dropt downe from the Cloudes, 

To turn and windea fiery PegaJ us, 

And witch the world with noble Horfe-manfhip. 

Hot. No more, no more, worfe then the Sunne in March, 
This pray fe doth nourifli Agues; let them come, 

They come like Sacrifices in their trim. 

And to thefire-eyde mayde of fmokie warre. 

All hot and bleeding, will we offer them ; 

Themayled Mars (h&\lon his Alrar fit 
Vp to the eares in bloud. I am on fire 
Toheare thisrich repizall is fo nigh; 

And yet not ours. Come, let me take my Horfc, 

Who is to bear? me like athunder-boult, 

Againft the bofome of the Prince of Wales, 
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Hurry tc Harry, flia.1 not Horfe to Horfe 

Met te, and ne're part, til one drop downe a coarfe : 

Oh, that G/mfcwrwcrecome. 

Ver. Fhereismorencwes, 

I learned in Worcester, as I rode along. 

He cannot draw his power this fourteenc dayes. 

Dang. T hats the. Word ty.dings, that I heare ofyet. 

War. 1 by my fay th that beares a froliy found . 

Hot. Wbatmaythe Kings whole Dat tell reach vnto? 

Ver. Tothirtiethoufand. 

Hot. Forcie let it be. 

My Father and Glendorrer being both away. 

The powers of vs, may ferue fo great a day. 

Come, let vs takeaMufterfpeedily, 

Doonaes day is neerc, die all, die merrily • 

. Z)4w/*Talke not of dying, I am out of feare ' 

Of death or deaths hand, for this one hafe ycare. Exeunt, 

Enter Falftaljfe And Bardol. 

Fal. Bardol, get thee before to Couentry , fill mee a bottle of 
Sackc, our Souldiers lhall march through ; Weelc to Sutton-ccf- 
M/to night. 

Ear. Willyou giue me money Captaine ? 

Falf. Lay out, lay out. 

Bar. This bottle makes an Angell. 

- Fal/, And it doe take it for thy labour* and if it make twentie, 
take them all, I’le anlwercthe coynagc j bid my Lieutenant Pen 
meet meat Townes end. 

Bar. I will Captaine : farewell. Exit, 

Fal], lflbeafhamed ofmy Souldiers, I am a fowft Gurnet; I 
haue mifufed the Kings prelTe damnably .1 haue got in exchange 
of 150. Souldiers, 50©, and odde pounds. Ipretfemenonebut 
good Houfholders, Yeomens fonnes, inquire me out contracted 
Batchelers, fuch as had ben askttwice on the Banes;ftich a com- 
moditie of warme flaues, as had as leiue heare the Diuellasa 
Drumme , fuch as feare the report of a Caliucr ,. woife then a 
ftrook-foole, orahnrtWild ducitc:. I preft me none but fuch 
Tofts and butter,with hearts in their bellies no bigger then Pins 
heads, and they haue bought out their feruiccs : and now , my 
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whole charge confiftes of Ancients, Corporals, Lieutenant, 
Gentlemen of Companies, Slaues as ragged as Lazarus in the 
painted Cloath where the Gluttons Dogs licked his .Sores and 
Fuch as iudeed were ncuer Souidiers, but difearded vmuft Ser- 
uingmen,yongcr Sonnes to yongcr Brothers, reuolted Tapfters 
and Oftlerstrade-falne, the Cankers of a ealme world, and long 
peace, times more difhonourablc ragged, then an old facdAn- 
cient : and fuch haue 1 to fill vp the roomes of them as haue 
bought outtheirferuices,thatyou would thinke, that I had a 
hundred and fiftie tottered Prodigals, lately come from Swine- 
keeping, from eating draffe and huskes. A mad fellow met mee 
on the way, and tould mee I had vnloaded all the gibbetts , and 
preft the dead bodies. No eye hath feene fuch Skar-crowcs. 
Ik not march through Coventry with them, that’s flat: nay, and 
the villaines march wide betweene the legs, as ifthey had Gyues 
on, for indeed, I had themoft of them out of Prifbn; there’s not 
a Shirt and a halfe in all my company, and the halfe fhirt is twoo 
Napkins tackttogcather, andthrowneouerth^jhoulderslikea 
Hcaralds coate without fleeues; and the Shirt to fay the truth, 
ftolnc from mine Hoft of S. zAlbones, or the red-nofe Inkeeper 
of Daintry: but that’s all 011c, they'lefinde Linnen enough on c- 
ucry Hedge. 

Enter the Prince, and the Lord of Weftntcrland, 

Prin. How now blownelackc? how now Quilt/ 

Fal. What Hall How now madd wag, what a diucll doft thou 
in Warwick^ jbirel My good L. oi We Pinter land, 1 cry you mercy, I 
thought your honour had already bin at Shretoesiury. 

Weft. Fayth.Str John t’is more then time, that I were there, 
and you too; but my powers are there already : the King I can 
tellyoujlookesforvsall ; jverauft away all night. 

Fal. Tut, neuer feare tell me, I am as v igilant as a Cat, to ftcale 
Grcanic. 

Prin. I thinke to fteaieCreame indeed, for thy theft hath al- 
ready made thee butter : but tell me, laeke i whofe fellovyes ate 
thefe that come after? 

Fal. Mine Hal, mine, 

Prin. I did neuer fee fuch pittifull rafcais. v 

Fal. Tut, tut, good enough to toife, food for powder, foods 
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for powder, they’le fill a pit as wellas better . tufh mail , rnortsll 

mcn,mortallmcn. . 

Weft, I, but, Sirlohn , mee-thinkes they are exceeding poorc 

and bare, too beggarly. , 

jtal. Faith, for their pouerty,Iknow not where they had that, 
And for their barencs, I am fure they ncuer learnt that of me. 

Pm , No ile be fworne,vnlelTc you call three fingers on theribs 
bare : but firra, make haft, Percy is already in the field. Exit, 

Fal. What istheKing incamp’d? 

Weft. He is Sir John, 1 feare we (ball ftay too long. 

Fal. Well, to the latter end ofa Fray, and the beginning of a 
Fcaft, fits a dull fighrer, and a kecne gueft. Exmt 

Enter Hot [pur , Worcefter, D owg/as , and V triton. 

Hot. Weele fight with him to night, 

Wor. It may not be. 

Dow. You giue him then aduantage. 

Ver, Not a whit. 

Hot . Why fay you fo ? lookes he not for fupply ; 

*Uer. So doe wee. 

Hot. His is certaine, ours is dubtfull. 

Wor. Good coofen be aduifde, dir not to night. 
per. Do not, my Lord. 

Dew. You doe not counfell well: i- 

Then fpeake it out of feare, and cold heart. ’ 

Ver. Do not fiaunder, Dowglat, by my life. 

And I dare well maintaine it with my life 5 
Ifwell refpedted honor bid me on, 

I hold as little counfell with weake feare, 

As you my Lord, or any Scot that this day Hues : 

JLetft befeencto morrow in the battell, which of vs fearer 
Dow, Yea,orto night. ¥ ff. Content. 

Hot. To night fay I. 

Ver. Come, come, it may not be. 

I wonder much being men offuch great leading as you are? 

Thatyo* forefec not what impediments 

Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horfc 

Of my coofen Vernons are not yet come vp> „ 
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your Vncle Worcefters Horfe came but to day, ' 

And n’ow their pride and mettall is afieepe, 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull. 

That not a Horfe is halfe the halfe ofhirafelfe. 

Hot. So are the Horfes of the Encmie, 

In genciall iourney bated and brought low: 

The better part of ours are full of reft. 

W or. The number of the Kingexceedcthours: 

For Gods fake, Coofen, ftay till all come in. 

The Trumpet founds aparley. Enter Sir Walter Blunt. 

Blunt. I come with gracious offer from the King, 

1 f you vouchfafe me hearing and refped. 

Hot . Welcome^ir Walter Blunt : and would to God 
You were of our determination} 

Some ofvs loueyottrwell,and euen thofefome 
Enuicyour great deferuinges and good name, 
Becaufeyou are not of our quality, 

But (land againft vs like an fenemie. 

Blunt. And God defend, but ftill I fhould ftand fo. 
So long as out of limit and true rule, 

You ftand againftannoynted Maiefty; 

But to my charge* The King hath fent to know 
The nature of your griefes, and whereupon 
You coniure from the bread: of ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftility, teaching his dutious Land. 
Audacious cruelty. If that the King 
Haue any way your good deforces forgot. 

Which he confelleth to be manifold, 

H« bids you name your griefes, and with all fpeed, 
You fliall haue your defires with intereft. 

And pardon abfolute for your felfc,andthcfe. 

Herein mif-led by your luggeftion. 

Hot. The King is kind and well weeknow, the King 
Knowes at what time to promife, when to pay .• 

My Father, my Vncle, and my felfe. 

Did giue him that fame royalty he wcares. 

And when he was not fixe and twenty ftrong, 

Sicke in the worldes regard, wretched, and low, 
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A poors vnmindea outlaw fneaking home, 

My Father gaue him welcome to the fhore : 

And when he heard him fweare and vow to God.. 
He came but to tne Duke of Latteafter, 

To fue his liuery and beg his peace, 

With tearcs of innocency, and terrnes of zcalc : 
My father in kind heart and pitty mou d ; 

Swore him afiiftance and perform'd ittoo. 

Now, when the Lords and Barrons of the Realme, 
Perceiu’d Northumberland did lcane to him, 

The more and letfe came in with cap and knee, 



Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 

Attend him on bridges, ftoode in lanes, 

Laide gifts before him, proffer’d him their othes, 

Gaue him their heires, aspages followed him, 

Euenat theheeles,in golden multitudes, 

He prefcntly as greatneffe knowes it felfe. 

Steps me a little higher then his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poore, 

Vpon the naked (hore at Rauenfpurgh 
And now forfooth rakes on him to reforme 
Somecertaine edi&s, and fome (Iraight decrees 
That lay too hcauie on thecommon wealth, 

Cries outvpon abufcs>feemestoweepe 
Ouer his Countries wrongs, and by this face. 

This teeming brow of Juftice, did he winne 
The hearts of all that he did anglefor ? 

Proceeded further, cut me off the heads 
Of all the fauourites that the abfent King 
In deputation left behind him here. 

When hewasperfonallircthe/hi/& warre. 

Blum. Tut, 1 came not to hcarethis. 

Wcr.Thentothepoynt. ; ‘A . ‘ 

In fhorttimeaftcr, he depos’d the King, 

Soonc after that, depriu’d him of his life, 

And inthcneckeofthat,task’tthc whole ftate: 

To make that worfe, luffred his kinfman March, 

Who is, if euery owner were plac’d, 

Indeede 
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Indeed his King, to be ingag’d 'mWales, 

There without ranfome to lie forfeited, 

Difgrac’d me in my happy vi dories, 

Sought to intrap me by intelligence. 

Rated my Vncle from the Counfell boord, 
Inragedifmifde my Father from the Court, 

Broke oth on oth, committed wrong on wrong. 

And in conclufion, droue vs to feeke out 
This head of fafetic, and withall to pric 
Into his title, the which we finde 
Too indired for long continuance. 

Blunt, Shall I returne this anfwer to the King ? 

Hot. Not fo. Sir Walter, Wecle withdraw a while : 
Goe to the King, andlet there be impaund 
Somefisretieforafatereturne againe, 

And in the morning early fhall my Vncle 
Bring him our purpofe, and fo fare well. 

"Blum. 1 would you would accept of grace and loue. 
Hot. And may be, fo we /hall.- 
Blunt. Pray God you doe. 

EnteV Archbifbop of Torke, andjtr Michell, 
Anh, Hie, good Str Michell, bare th is fealed Briefc 
With winged haft to the Lord CMarfball , 

This to mycoofen Scroope, and all the reft 
To whome they arc directed. If you knew 
How much they doe import,you would make haft. 

Sir Mi, My good Lord, I ge tie their tenor. 

Arch. Like enough you doe, 

Tomorrow, good SirAAcheil,isa day 
Wherein, the fortune of ten thoufand men 
Muft bide the touch : For Sir at Shrewsbury , 

As I am truly giuen to vnderftand. 

The King with mighty and quick rayfed power. 

Meets with Lord Harry; and 1 fcarc Sir Michel^ 

What with the ficknelle of Northumberland, 

Whofe power was in the firft proportion ; 

And what Owen Glendowersabfencctheoce, 

Who withthem was rated firmely too, 

I 
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And con es not in, oucr-ruldc by Prophecies, 

I feare the power oi' Percy is too weakc, 

Towage an inftanttryaU with the King. 

StrM.Why^y good Lord, you need not feare, 

There is Dowglas, and Lord Mortimer, 

Arch. No,Morttmer is not there. 

Sir M. But there is M&r dakejer non, L. Barry Percy, 

And there is my Lord of Worcefier , and a head 
Of gallant warriours, noble Gentlemen. 

Z 4 rc h. And i'o there is, but yet the King hath drawne 
The fpeciall head ofall theland together. 

The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancafter, 

The noble Weflmerland, and warlike Blunt ; 

And many mo Coriuales, and dearc men 
Of eftimation, and command in armes. 

Sir M. Doubt not my Lord, he fhatbe well oppos d. 
Arch. I hope no kite; yet,needfull t*is to feare, 

And to preuent the worft, Sir Mschell, fpced • 

For if Lord Percy thrive not ere the King 
Diftnilfc his power, he mcanes to vifit vs, 

For he hath heard of our confederacy 
And t’is but wifedometo make ftrongagainft him : 
Therefore make hade, I muff goe write againe 
To other friends, and fo farewell, Sir Michell, Exeunt, 
Enter the King , Prince of Wales, Lord Iohn of Lancafter Earle 
of Wejfmerland, fir Waiter Blunt, and Falft alffe. 

King. How bloodily the Sunne begins to peere, 

Aboue yon buskie hill, the day lookc s pale 
At his diffemperature. 

Prinee . TheSoutherne winde 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes, 

And by hollow whiffling in the leaues, 

Foretels atempeft and a bluflering day. 

King. Then withthelofersletitfimpathize,. 

For nothing canfecmefoule to thofe that winne. 

TheTrumpetjounds , Enter Worcefier. 

King . How now my Lord of Worcefier? t is not well, 
Thatyou and Lfhould meet vpon fuch tearmes, 
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As now we meete. You hauc deceiude our trufl. 

And made vs doffe our eafie Robes of Peace, 

To crufh our old vneafielims in vngentlc Steele : 

This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 

What fay you to it? will you againe vnknit 
This churlilh knot ofall abhorred warre ! 

And moue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did giue a faire and naturall light. 

And be no morean exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigie of feare, and a portent 
Ofbroched mifehiefe to the vnbornetimes ? 

Wor, Heare mee,my Liege : 

For mine owne part, I could be well content 
To entertaine the lag-end of my life 
With quiet houres : For I proteft, 

1 haue not fought the day of this difiike* 

King. You haue not fought it.* how comes it then? 

Ealf. Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it. 

‘Prince. Peace, Chewet peace. 

Wor, It pleafde your Maiefty toturneyourlooke* 

Offauour, from my felfe, and allourHoufe , 

And yet 1 muff remember you my Lord: 

We were the firfl and dcareff ofyour friends, 

Foryou, my Staffe of office did I breake, 

In Riehards time, and poffed day and night, 

Tomeeteyou on theway,and kifleyour hand. 

When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo flrong and fortunate as I ; 

It was my felfe, my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-date 
The danger of the time. You fworc to vs. 

And you did fweare that Oath at Dancafier, 

Thatyou did nothing of purpofegainft the Hate, 

Nor claime no further, then your new falne right, 

The feate of Gant, Dukedome of Lancafler, 

To this, we fweare our ayde : but in fhortfpace 
It raind downe Fortune fhowring on your head, 

Andfucha floudofGrcatneircfell on you. 

1 2 What 
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What with our foelpe, what with the abfent King, 
What with the iniurles of wanton time. 

The Teeming fufferanccs that you had borne. 

And theconcrarious wiudes that hclde the King 
So long in the vnluckic Irijb Warres, 

That all in E»g/Wdid repute him dead *, 

And from his Iwarme of faivc aduantagesj 
You tooke occafion to be quickly wooed. 

To gripe the generall (way into your hand. 

Forgot your oath to vs at Doncajler ; 

And being fed by vs, you vs’de vs fo, 

As that vngentle gull the Cuckowes bird, 

Vfeth the Sparrow, did opprelleour neft. 

Grew by our feeding 5 , to i'o great a bulke, \ 

That cuen our loueaurft not come neare your f,ght 
Torfeareoffwallowing: but with nimble wing 
We wereinforft for faiety fake, to flie 
Out of your fight, and raife this prefent head. 
Whereby we Hand oppofed by luch meanes 
As you your felfe haue forg'd againft your felfe. 

By vnkind vfage, dangerous countenance. 

And violation of allfaith and troth 
Swore to vs in your younger enterprife. 

King. Thefethings indeede, you haue articulate. 
Proclay med at Market crofles, read in Churches, 

T o face the garment of Rebellion, 

With iorne fine colour that may pleafe the eye 
Of fickle changelings, and poore difeontents. 
Which gape, and ru b the Elbow at the newes 
Ofhurly burly innouocation : 

And neueryetdid infurre&ion want 
Such water colours, to impaint his caule j 
Nor muddy, Beggars, flaming for a time. 

Of pd-mell bauocke and confufion. 

Prin, I n both your Amies, there is many a loul’e 
Sail pay full dearth for this encounter. 

Ifonce they ioync in try all, tell your Nephew, 

The Prince of Wales doth loyne with all rhe world 



Henry the Fourth. 

To praife O {Henry Percy : by my hopes 
This prefent enterprife fet ofhis head, 

I doe not thinke a brauer Gentleman, 

More aftiue, more valiant, or more valiant yong, 

JVlore daring, or more bould, is now aliue, 

To grace this latter age with noble deeds ; 

For my part, I may fpeake it to ray fliamc, 

1 haue a trewant been to Chiualrie, 

Andfolhearche doth account me too? 

Yet this before my Fathers Maieftie, 

I am content that he lhall take the ods 
Of his great name and eflimation, 

And wifi to faue the bloud on either fied. 

Try fortune with him in a Angle fight. 

King. And, Prince of Wale's, Co dare we venture thee, 

Albeit, confiderations infinite 

Doe make againft it : No good Worcester, no, 

Weeloue our people well; euen thofc we loue 
That are milled vpon your Coofcns Part •• 

And will they take the offer of our Grace, 

Both hee, and they, and you yea euery man, 

Shall bee my griend againe, and lie be his. 

So tell your Ccofen, and bring me word. 

What he will doe. But if he will not yeelds 
Rebuke and dread corre&ion waitc on v s. 

And they fhall doe their office.So be gone, 

We will not now bee troubled with reply, 

We offer faire, take it aduifedly. ExitWorcefier, 

Prin. It will not be accepted, on my life. 

The DowgUszn&thz Hot/pur both together. 

Are confident againft the world in armes. 

King. Hence therefore, euery Leader to his charge, 

For on their anfwere will we fet on them; 

AndGodbefriendvs, asourcaufeisiuft. Exeunt, tpaneut 
Pd. Hal, ifthou fee medownein the Battle Prm.Fal, 

And heftride mefo,tis a point of friendflnp, 

Trm. Nothing but a (folojfuscan doe thee that friendlhip. 
Say thy prayers, and farewell . 

1 3 F< 
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Fat/. I would it were bed time Hat, and all well. 

Prin. Why? thou owed God a death. 

Falf. T’isnotducyet, I would be loth to pay ihim before hi s 
day * vvhat need i btio forward with him that calls not on niee ■ 
Well, t is no matter, Honour pricks me on : yea but how ifKe. 
nour prick me off when I come on? how then can Honour fet to 
a leg?no,or an armc? no,or take away the griefe of a wound?no, 
Honour hath no skill in Surgcric then, no: What is Honour? a 
Word : What is that word Honour? Aire tatrimme reckoning. 
Who hath it? he that died a VVednefday? Doth he feelcit? no: 
doth hehcare it? no: t’is infenfiblethen?yea,to thcdead.-butwill 
itnotliue with the liuing? no •• .why? detraction will not fuffet 
it, thereforellcnoneofttj Honourisa meere Skutchion ; and 
fo ends my Catechifme, Exit. 

Enter Worcester , and pr Richard Vernon. 

Wor. O no, my Nephew mud not know, Str Richard, 

The liberall kind offer of the King. 

Ver. T’werebcdhedid. 

Wor. Then are we allvndone. 

It is notpoffible, it cannot be. 

The King would keepe his word in louingvs, 

He will fufpeCi vs dill, and fi nd a time, 

To ponifh this offence in others faults j 
Suppofition, all our hues, fliallbe ducke full of eyes. 

For T reafon is but truded like theFoxe, 

Who neuerfo tame, focheridit, and locktvp, 

Will haue a wilde tricke of his anccders : 

Looke how he can, or fad or merrily: 

Interpretation will mifquotc ourlookcs, 

And we (hall feed like Oxenata dall, 

The better cheriflit, dill the nearer death. 

My Nephews trefpalfe may be well forgot. 

It hath the excufe of youth, and heate of blood. 

And an adopted nameofPriuiledge, 

A haire-braind Hotjpur, gouerned by afpleene. 

All his offencesliuevpon my head, 

And on his Fathers. We did traine him on, 

And his corruption being tanc from vs. • . 
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We a« f he fpring of all, (hall pay for all : 

Therefore good Coofen, let not Harry know 

In any cafe, the offer of the King. Enter Hot] fttr. 

y'er. Dcliuer what you wil,Ile fay tis fo.Here comes your Coo- 
Hot. My vnclcisreturnd, v en * 

Deliuer vp my Lord of Wedmerlandt 
Vnclc,whatnewes? 

Wor. The King will bid you Battell prefcntly. 

Dow. Defiehim by the LordofWettmeiland. 

Hot. Lord Dowglai, go you and tell him fo. 

Dow. Mary and fhall,and very willingly. ExttDcwg. 

Wor. There is no feeming mercy in the King. 

Hot. Did you beg any ? God forbid. 

Wor. I told him gently of your grieuanccs, 

Of bis Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 

By now forfu caring that he is forfworne, 

He calls vs Rebels, Traytors,andwillfcourge 

With haughty armes , this hatefull name in vs. Enter Dow . 

Dow. Arme Gentlemen, to armes, for I haue throwne . 

A braue Defiance in King Henries teeth j 
And Wefimerland that was ingag’ddid beare it. 

Which cannot chufe but bring him quickly on. 

Wor. The Prince of Wales dept forth before the King, 

And Nephew, challeng’d you to finglefight. * 

Hot. O, would the quarrell lay vpon our heads'. 

And that no man might draw fliort brea th to nay, 

ButI and Harry ^Monmouth : tell me, tell me, 

How fhewd his talking ? feem’d it in contempt ? 

Ver. No, by my foulc, I neuer in my life 
Did heare a Challenge vrg’d more modeftly, 

VnlelTe a Brother fhould a Brother dare 
To gentle exercife and proofe of armes. 

He gaue you all the duties of a man, 

Trimd vp your praifes with a princely tongue, 

Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle, 

Making you euer better then his pra ife. 

By dill difpraifingprayfe,valuedwith you ; 

And which became him like a Prince indeed, 
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He made a blafhing citall of himfeife. 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace, 

As if he raallred there a douie Ipirit 
Of teaching, and ofleaming inftantly : 

T here did he pa life, but let me tell the world, 

If he out-liue the enuie of this day, 

England ilia beuer owe fo fwette a hope. 

So much mifeonftred in his wantonnefte. 

Hot. Coofen, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his follies : ncuer did I heare 
Of any Prince fo Wild at liberty : 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a Souldiers arme, 

That he fliall Ihrinke vndcr my courtcfie 

Arme, arme with fpeede, and fellowes Souldiersf,ricnds, 

Better coniider what you haue todoe, 

T hat I that haue not well the gift of tongue. 

Can liftyour bloud vp with perfwafion. Enter a Meffengtr, 

fAeff. My Lord, here are Letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot reade them now, 

O, Gentlemen the time of life is fliort. 

To fpend that ihortneire bafely,were too long : 

If life did ride vpon a Dials poynt. 

Still ending afrthe arriuall of an hower. 

And if he liuc, weliueto tread on Kings, 

If die, braue death, when Princes die with vs, 

Now for our Confciences, the armes is faire. 

When the intent for bearing them is iuft, Enter Mother. 

M eff. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on a pace. 

Hot. 1 thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale; 

For I profelfe not talking, onely this, 

Let each man doe his befl ; and heare drawl a Sword, 

Whofe temper 1 intend to flame 

With the befl blood thath lean meet withall. 

In the aduenture of this perillous day. 

Now efperance Percy i, and fet on, 

Sound all the loftie inflruments ofwarre, 

And by thatmuficke,letvs all imbrace, 
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For heauen to earth, fomeofvs neuerlhail 
A fecond time doefuch a curtefie. . . 

Heere they embrace, the T rump/ts found, the Kmg enters mthhts 
power. alarme to the Eat tell : then enter Dowglas, and fir Walter 

Blunt . What is thy name that in Battel thus thou croilcft me? 
What honour doft thou feeke vpon my head 

Bow. Know then my name is Bowglas, 

And I doe haunt thee in the battell thus, 

Becaufefome tell me, that thou art a King. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Bow. The Lord of Stafford dcarc to day hath bought 
Thylikeneile, for in (lead of thee, King Harry 
This Sword hath ended him,fo fliall it thee, 

VnlefTethou yeeld thee as a prifoner. 

Blunt. I was not borne to yeeld, thou proud Scot, 

And thou ihalt find a King that willreuenge 
Lord Stafford/ death. 

They fight, Dowglaf kilsElunt, then enters Hotfiur. 

Hot. O Dowglas, thou fought at Holmedon thus, 

I ncuer had triumpht ouer a Scot. 

T)ow. Als done, als won, heere breathlefle lies the King. 

Hot. Where*? Bow. Heere. 

Hot. This Bowglas? No, I know this face full well, 

A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blunt $ 

Scmblably furniiht like the King himfeife. 

Bow. Ah foole, go with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too deare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert aKing ? 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coates. 

Bow. Nowby my Sword, I will kill all his Coates, 

Iletnurder allhis Wardrope piece by piece, 

Vntilll meetthcKmg. Hot, Vp and away. 

Our Souldiers ftand fullfairely for the day, 
tAlarme, enter Falfialffe film. 

Falf. Though I could fcape fhot-free at London, I feare the 
fhot heere, heere’sniofeoring but vpon the pate. Soft, who are 
you? Sir Walter Blunt, there’s honour for you,heere’s no vanitie, 

K I 
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l am as hot as molten Lead, and as heauie too : God keep Lead 
out of me,l need no more weight then m.ne ownebowelsrl h» Ue 
led my rag of Muffians where they are peperd : theres not three 
ofmy 1 50. left aliue, and they are for the townes end, to beg ge 
during life. But who comes heere f Enter the Prince. 

Trtnce What ftandft thou idle heere? lend mee thy Sword, 

Many a Noble man lies ftarkeand ft iffe, 

Vnder the houes Of vaunting enemies, 

Whofc deaths are yet vnreueng d,l prethcc lenu me thy Sword. 

Fal O Hal, I prethee giuemc leaue to breathe a whileiTurke 
Gre forte neucr did fuch deeds in armes, as I haue done this day 
I haue pay d Percy, 1 haue made him fure. 

Prince. He is indeed, andiiuingto kill thee 5 

I prethee lend me thy Sword. . 

Fal. Nay before God Hal , if Fercybe aliue, thou getft not 
my fword, but take my piftoll i&hou wilt. 

Prince Giueit me: what? is it in the cafe? 
f A lf, I Hal, tis hot, theres that willfacke a Citie. 

The Prince draws it out.and ftndes it a bottell of Sacks . 
Prince What, is it a time to ieit and dally now ? 

He t hr owes the Bottell At him. Exit. 

Fal. \tFercy be aliue, He pierce him, if he.do come in my way, 
fo : if he do not, if I come in his willingly, let him make a Carbo- 
nado of me. Hike notfuch grinning honour as/rWt//« hath: 
giue me life, which if I can faue, fo : if not, honour comes vn- 
Eooktfor, and theres an end. 



9/ilarme, excurfions , enter the King, theFrince, Lord Iohn 
of Lane after, and Sarleof Weftmerland. 

King 1 prethee Harry. withdraw thy felfe, thou bleedeft too 
much 5 Lord Iohn of Lancafter, goe you with him. 

P.lohn Not I,my Lord, vnlefle Idid bleed too, 

Frin. I befeech your Maieftie make vp. 

Left your retirement doe amaze your friends. 

Ki. I w ill do ft?} my L. of Weftmerland,\eAde him to his T ent* 
Weft. Come, my Lord, lie leade you to your T ent. 

Prince Leade me my Lord, I doe not need your helpe ; 

And God forbid a lb allow fcratch ftiould driue 

Tbs 



Henry the Fourth. 

The prince of Wales from fuch a field as this, 

Where ftainde Nobilitie lies troden on, 

And Rebels Armes triumph in mallacres. 

Iehn We breathe too long, come cooicn Weftmerlani, 
Our duty this way lies : For Godsfakecome. 

<Trin. By God, thou haft dcceiu’d me Lancafter, 

I did not thinke thee Lord of fuch afpiritj 
Before I loud thee as a brother lohn, 

But now I doe refpedt thee as my foule. 

King I faw him hold Lord P^ atthe poynt, 

With luftier maintenance then I did looke tor 
Of fuch an vngrowne W arrier. 

Prin. 0 ,this Boy lends mettall to vs all. Exit. 

Doyeg. Another King, they grow likeHydras heads, 

I am the Dewglas fatall to all thofe 

That wearethofe colours onthem. What art thou 

That counterfeit!! the perfon of a King? 

Ki. The King himfelfe, who Dwglas grieues at heart. 
So many of his ihadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King : I haue two Boyes, 

Seeke Percy and thy felfe, about the Field 5 
But feeingthou fail'd on me fo luckily, 

I will atTay thee, and defend thy felfe. 

Bong. I feare thou art another Counterfeit; 

And yet in faith thou bear’d: thee like a King : 

But mine I am fure thou art, who ere thou be ; 
Andthuslwinnethee, 

They fight, the. King being in danger , enter Prince of WMtH 
Prince. Hold vp thy head vile Scot, or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vpagaine,thefpirits 
Ofvaliant Sherly,Stajford,Blttnt, are in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales tbzt threatens thee, 

Who neuer promifeth, but he meancs to pay. 

They fight, Towglas flieth. 

Cheerely my Lord, how fares your Grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath forfuccour fent. 

And fo hath Clifton : lie to Clifton ftrait. 

King. Stay, and breathe a while. 





The Hi ft me of 

Thou haft redeemd thy loft opinion* 

And flicwd thou makeft iome tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

Prince. O God, they did metoo much miurie. 

That euer faid,. I hearkned to your death : 

If it were fo, I might haue let alone 
The infulting hand of Dowglas oucr you, 

W hich would haue beene as fpeedy in your end,’ 

As all the poyfonous potions in the world, 

And fau’d the trecherous labour of your Sonne. 

Kin, Make vp to fojton, lie to S. Nicholas Gawfey. Exit, 

Enter Hot{par m 

Hot, If 1 miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth ? 

Prime. Thoufpeakft, as if I would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy . 

Prince, Why then I fee a very valiant Rebell of that name*. 
I ; am th zPrince of Wales ; and thinke not Percy, 

To (hare with me in glory any more : 

Two Starreskeepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

Nor can one England brookc a double raigne. 

Of Harry ‘Percy , and the Prince of Wales, 

Hat. Now fhall it Harryi for the hourcis come, 

To end the one of vs; and would to God, 

Thy name in Armes,were now as great as mine. 

Prince. lie make.it greater, ere 1 part from thee, 

And allthy budding Honours on thy Crcft 
He crop, to make a Garland for my head. 

Hot, I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight. Enter Faiftalffe. 

Falf. Well faid Hal, to it Hal, Nay, you ihallfindc no Boycs 
jplay heere, I can tellyou. 

Enter "Dowglas , he fights with Faiftalffe, hefals downe as 
if he were dead, the Prince killeth Percy, 

Hot, Oh Harry, thou haft robd me of my youth* 

I bet ter brooke the Ioffe of brittle life. 

Then thofeproud Titles thou haft won of me. 

They wound my thoughts worfc, then the fword my flelb .* 

B.ut 
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But thought’s the flauc of life, and life times foolc. 

And Time that takes furuey of all the worid , 

Mull haue a ftop. 0, 1 could prophefic. 

But that the Earth, and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tonge : no Percy, % hou art duft, 

Al fW?. For Worms, braue Percy, Fare thee well, great heart, 
111 we^u d Ambition, how much art thou lhrunke l 
When that this body did containe a fpirit, 

AKingdomc for it, was too fmalla bound. 

But now two paces of the vileft earth, 

Isroome enough : this earth thatbeares the dead, 
Bearesnotaliue fo ftout a Gentleman. 

If thou wert fenfible of curtefie, 

1 flvould not make fo great a fhew of zeale ; 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face. 

And euen in thy behalfe,Ilethankemy felfe 
For doingthefc faire rites of tendernelfe, 

Adieu, and take thy praife with thee to heauen. 

Thy ignomy (leepe with thee in thegraue. 

But not remembjed in thy Epitaph. 

He jfieth Faiftalffe on the ground. 

What, old acquaintance, could not all this flefk 
Keepe in a little life l poore lacks farewell : 

I could haue better fpar’d a better man ‘ 

Q, I fhould haue a heauy miffe of thee, 

If I were much in loue with vanitie 5 
Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day, 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray, 

Imboweld will I fee thee by and by, 

Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. 

Faiftalffe rifeth vp, 

Falf, Imboweld J if thou imbowellme today , lie giuc you 
leaue to powder me , and catemee too to morrow. Zloud, t’was 
time to counterfeit, or that hot termagant Scot had payd mee 
foot and let too. Counterfeit? lam no counterfeit: to die iste 
be a counterfeit, for heeis but the counterfeit of a man , who 
hath not the life of a man ;but to counterfeit dying, when a man 

& % . thereby 
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thereby liueth, is to be no counterfeit, butthe true and perfe^ 
image of life indeed. The better part ofvalour is Difcretion 5 j n 
the which better parr, 1 haue faued my life. Zounds i am afeard 
of this gunpowder Percy, though he be dead : how if hee rtiould 
counterfeit coo,and rife i by my faith I am afraid he would prou e 
the better counterfeit ? therefore lie make him furc ; yea, and ll e 
fweare I flew him. Why may not he rife afwell as Ifnothing con, 
futesmee but eyes, and no body fees me t therefore firra, with a 
new wound in your thigh, come you along with me. 

He takes vp Hotjpur on hu backe. Enter Prince and 
Iohn efLancafier. \ 

Prin . Come brother Iohn, full braucly haft thou flefht 
Thy mayden Sword. 

Iohn But fott, who haue we heere 
Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ? 

Print I did,I faw him dead, 

Breathleffe, and bleeding on the ground. Arflthoualiue ? 

Or is it fantafie that playes vpon our eye*fight. ? 

1 prethee fpeake,we will not truft our eyes 
Without our earcs, thou art not what thou feem’ft. 

Ealf. No that’s certain® , I am not a double man : but ifl bee 
not Iacke Faijlalffe, then am 1 a Iacke : there is Percy, ifyour Fa- 
ther will doc mee any honour, fo : if not, Jet him flay the next 
Percy himfelfe : I looke to be either Earle or Duke, I can allure 
you, 

Pnn. Why Percy, I flew my felfc, and faw thee dead. 

Ealf. Didftthou? Lord, Lord, how the world is giuen toly- 
mg/ Igraunt you I was downc , and out of breath, and fo was 
he, but weerofebothataninftant, and fought a long houreby 
Shrewsbury clocke, iflmay bebelecued,fo: ifnot, let them that 
Ihould reward Valour, beare the finne vpon their owne heads. 
He take it vpon my death, I gaue him this wound inth« thigh, 
iftheman were aliue, and woulddeny it, Zounds I would make 
him eatc a peeceof my Sword. 

l»hn. This is the ftrangeft talc that euer I heard. 

Prtn> This is the ftrangeft fellow, brother Iohn, 

Come bring your luggage nobly on your backe^ 

For 



Henry the Fourth. 

For my part, if a lie will doc thee grace, 

it with the happiea tt«K haue. 

1 o A retreat is founded . 

Prince The Trumpets found retreat, the dayis ours: 

Come Brother, lets to the higheft of the Field, 

To fee what friends are liuing, who are dead. ^ Exeunt. 

1 pdf. He follow, as they fay, for reward} He tnatrewardesme, 

Godreward him. Ifl do grow great,Ile grow lefefor lie purge, 

andleaue Sacke,and liue cleanly, as •Nobleman fliould doe. 

Exit* 

The Trumpets found, enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord 



King Thus euer did Rebellion findcrebukc, 

111 fpirited Worcefler, did notwefend grace. 

Pardon and tearmes of Louc to allof you* 

And wouldftthou turne our offers contrary, 

Mifufe the tenor ofthy kinfmans truft? 

Three Knights vpon our party flame to day, 

A noble Earle, and many a creature elfe, 

Had beene aliue this houre. 

If like a Chriftian thou hadft truly borne 
Betwixt our Armies true intelligence, 

mr. What I haue done, my fafetie vrg d nae to, 
And I imbrace this fortune patiently, 

Since not to be auoyded, it tails on mee. 

King Beare Worcefter to the death, and T trnon too : 
Other* Offenders we willpaufe vpon. 

How goes the Field? , , , r 

Prince The noble Scot Lord DfwgAw, when he law 
The fortune of the day turn’d quite from him, 

The noble Percy flaine,and all his men, 

Vpon the foot of feare,fled with the reft : 

And falling from a hill, he was fo bruizd, • 

That the purfuers tooke him. At my T ent, 

Th eDowgtas is, and I befeech your Grace, 

1 may dilpofe of him. 



TbeHiftorieof 

a With all my heart. 

frtncc. Then brother John of Lotto After, 

To you this honourable bountie fliall belong, 

Goc to th eDontg/at and deliuer him 
Vp to his pleafu rc rantomlelle and free. 

His yalour ilicwne vpon our Crefts to day, 

Hath taught vs how to cheriih fuch high deedes, 

Euen in the bofome ofour aduerfaries* 

King , Then thisremaines, thatwe diuideour Power, 
You .Sonne M»,and my cooien Wtftmerland, 

Towards Yorks (hall bend you with your dccreft fpeed. 
To meete Northumberland and the Prelate Scrotpe , 
Who (as we hearc) arc- bufily in armes : 

My fdfe and you, Sonne Harry , w ill towards Wales, 

To figh t with Gietfdower, and the Earle of March. 
Rebelliou in this Land fhall loofe his way, 

Meeting the checke of fuch another day.* 

And fince this buhnellc fo fairc is done,- 
Let vs not leaue till all our ownebe wonne. 




